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In nova fert animus mutatas dicere formas 
Corpora 
Ovid. Mr. 
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RICHARD TIGHE, Es. 


* 


SIR, 


Edications are the only faſhions in the world that are 

more diſlik'd for being univerſal; and the realon is, 

that they very ſeldom fit the perſons they were made for: 

but I hope to avoid the common obloquy in this addreſs, by 

laying afide the poet in every thing but the Dramatic De- 
corum of ſuiting my character to the perſon. 

From the part of Mirabel in this play, and another 
character in one of my former, people are willing to com- 
pliment my performance in drawing a gay, ſplendid, gene- 
rous, eaſy, fine young gentleman. My genius, I muſt 
confeſs, has a bent to that kind of deſcription; and my 
veneration for you, fir, may paſs for unqueſtionable, ſince 
in all theſe happy accompliſhments you come ſo near to my 
darling charaQter, abating his inconſ}ancy. 

What an unſpeakable bleſſing is youth and fortune, when 
a happy underſtanding comes in, to moderate tbe deſires of 
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the firſt, and to refine upon the advantages of the latter ; 
when a gentleman is maſter of all pleaſures, but a ſlave to 
none; who has travell'd, not for the curioſity of the ſight, 
but for the improvement of the mind's eye; and who re- 
turns full of every thing but himſelf ?—=An author might 
ſay a great deal more, but a friend, fir, nay, an enemy 
muſt allow you this, 

I ſhall here, fir, meet with two obſtacles, your modeſty, 
and your ſenſe ; the firſt, as a cenſor upon the ſubjed, the 
ſecond, as a critick upon the ſtyle, But I am obſtinate in 
my purpoſe, and will maintain what I ſay to the laſt drop 
of my pen; which I may the more boldly undertake, hav- 
ing all the world on my fide z nay, I have your very ſelf 
againſt you; for by declining to hear your own merit, your 
friends are authorized the more to proclaim it, 

Your generoſity and eafineſs of temper is not only ob- 
vious in your common affairs and converſation, but mort 
plainly evident in your darling amuſement, that opener 
and dilater of the mind, muſick: from your affection 
for this delightful ſtudy, we may deduce the pleaſing 
harmony that is apparent in all your actions; and be 
aſſur'd, fir, that a perſon muſt be poſſeſs'd of a very divine 
ſoul, who is fo much in love with the entertainment of 
angels, 

Frorn your encouragement of muſick, if there be any 
poetry here, it has a claim, by the right of kindred, to 
your favour and affection. You were pleaſed to honour 
the repreſentation of this play with your appearance at ſe- 
veral times, which flatter'd my hopes that there might be 
ſomething in it which your good-nature might excuſe. 
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With the honour I here intend for myſelf, I likewiſe con- 
lult the intereſt of my nation, by ſhewing a perſon that is 
ſo much a reputation and creòt to my country, Beſides 
all this, I was willing to make a handſome compliment to 
the place of my pupilage; by informing the world that ſo 
fine a gentleman had the ſeeds of his education in the ſame 
univerſity, and at the ſame time with, 


SIR, 
Your moſt faithful, and 


Moſt humble ſervant 


G. Farncuuan, 


—_—_— — — — — — —ñ ͤ — — 


PROLOGUE, 


Written by MR. MoTTEux, 


IKE hungry gueſts, a ſitting audience looks ; 
Piays are like ſuppers : poets are the cooks, 
The founders you: the table is this place: 
The carvers we: the prologue is the grace, 
Each act, a courſe ; each ſcene a different diſh : 
Tho* we're in Lent, I doubt you're ſtill for fleſh. 
Satyr's the ſauce, high ſeaſon'd, ſharp and rough; 
Kind maſques and beaux, I hope you're pepper- proof. 
Wit is the wine; but 'tis ſo ſcarce the true, 
Poets, like viatners, balderdaſh and brew. 
Your ſurly ſcenes, where rant and bloodſhed join, 
Are butcher's meat, a battle's a firloin : 
Your ſcenes of love, ſo flowing, ſoft and chaſte, 
Are water-gruel, without ſalt or taſte, 
Bawdy's fat ven'ſon, which tho' ſtale, can pleaſe : 
Your rakes love hogoes, like your damn'd French cheeſe. 
Your rarity for the fair gueſt to gape cn, 
Is your nice Squeaker, or Italian capon 3 
Or your French virgin-pullet, garniſh'd round, 
And drei:*d with ſauce of ſome four hundred pound. 
An Op'ra, like an Oglio, nicks the age; 
Farce is the haſty pudding of the ſtage. 
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For when you're treated with indifferent cheer, 
You can diſpenſe with ſlender ſtage - coach fare. 
A paſtoral's whipt cream; ſtage-whims, mere traſh ; 
And tragi-comedy, half fiſh and fleſh. 
But comedy, that, that's the darling cheer; 
This night we hope you'll an inconſtant bear ; 
Wild fowl is lik'd in play-houſe all the year. 
Yet ſince each mind betrays a diffrent taſte, 
And every diſh ſcarce pleaſes ev'ry gueſt, 
If aught you reliſh, do not damn the reſt. 
This favour crav'd, up let the muſick ſtrike : 
You're welcome al — now fall to, where you like, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 


Old Mis ARE, an aged gentleman, 
of an odd compound, between the 
1 ineident to his years, and Mr, PINKETS- 


is ſatherly fondneſs towards his MAN, 
ſon. 


Young Mia ABEL, his fon, | Mr. W1ilxs, 


Captain Du TTE TE, an honeſt good- 
nat ur d fellow, that thinks himſelf a 
greater fool than he is. | Mr. Burrocx. 


DvGcArD, Brother to ORIANA. Mr. M1LLs. 


Pzrir, Servant to DuGarD, after- 


- wards to his ſiſter. $ dir. NorRts. 


O ME N 


OsIANA, 2 lady contracted to Mi- 


RABEL, Who would bring him 8 Rocks. 
reaſon, 


VisARRE, 2 Whimſical lady, friend 7 Mrs. VĩRERT- 
to Ox IAN A, admir'd by DURET, GHEN, 


LAMORCE, a woman of contrivance. Mrs, KEN r. 
Four bravo's, two gentlemen, and two ladies. 


Soldiers, Servants, and Attendanf<, 
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Enter Dugard and his man Petit i in riding habits. 
Dvs. ([rrah, what's a clock ? * | 
PET. Turn'd of eleven, fr. 

Duos. No more! we hive rid a ſwinging pace Gow Ne. 
mours ſince two this morning ! Petit, run to Rouſſeau's“ 
and be ſpeak a dinner at a Louis d'Or a head, to be ready 
dy one. | 
Var, II. © 
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Pr. How many will there be of you, fir? 

Duc. Let me ſee; Mirabel one, Duretete two, myſelf 
three. 

PET. And I faur. 

Du 6. How now, fir, at your old travelling familiarity ! 
when abroad, you had ſome freedom for want of better com- 
pany ; but among my friends at Paris, pray remember your 
Diſtance.—Be gone, fir—[Exit Petit.] This fellow's wit 
was neceſſary abroad, but he's too cunning for a domeſtick ; 
I mt diſpoſe of him ſome way elſe.— Who's here? Old 


Nahe On ener! wy dea Vader. * 2 
ter old Viirabel, ak Urin. 


Oni. My brother ! welcome. 

Dus. Monſieur Mirabel! I'm heartily glad to ſee you. 

OLD Mis. Honeſt Mr. Dugard, by the blood of the Mi- 
tabels, I'm your moſt humble ſervant. 

Duc. Why, fir, you've caſt your ſkin ſure, you're briſk 
and gay, luſty health about you, no ſign of age but your 
ſilver hairs, 

Orp Mix. Silver hairs! then they are quick - ſilver hairs, 
Sir. Whilſt I have golden pockets, let my hairs be ſilver an 
they will. Adſbud, fir, I can dance, and ſing, and drink, 


and—no, I can't wench. But Mr. Dugard, no news of my 
ſon Bob in all your travels ? 


Duc. Your ſon's come home, fir. 


OLp Mis. Come home ! Bob come home ! by the blood 
of the Mirabels, Mr. Dugard, what ſay you ? 
Or. Mr. Mirabel returned, fir. 


Dvs. He's certainly come, and you may ſee him within 
this hour or two. 


zithin 


Tux WAY TO WIN HIM, 3 


OLD Mix. Swear it, Mr. Dugard, preſently ſwear it. 

Du d. Sir, he came to town with me this morning: [ 
left him at the Bagnieurs, being a little diſordered after 
riding, and I ſhall ſee: him again preſently. 

OLup Mix. What! and he was aſhamed to aſk bleſſing 


with his boots on. A nice dog ! well, and how fares the 


young rogue, ha? 

Du s. A fine gentleman ! fir, He'll be his own meſ- 
ſenger. 

OLD Mix. A fine gentleman ! But is the rogue like me 
ſtill, 

Dus. Why yes, fir; he's very like his mother, and as 
hke you as moſt modern ſons are to their fathers. 

OLD Mix. Why, fir, don't you think that I begat him? 

Duc. Why yes, fir, you married his mother, and he in- 
herits your eſtate, He's very like you, upon my word, 

On 1. And pray, brother, what's become of his honeſt 
companion, Duretete ? 

Dos. Who, the captain? the very ſame he went abroad; 
he's the only French-man I ever knew that could not 
change, Your ſon, Mr, Mirabel, is more obliged to na- 
ture for that fellow's compoſition, than for his own : for 
he's more happy in Duretete's folly than his own wit. In 
ſhort, they are as inſeparable as finger and thumb; but the 
firſt inſtance in the world, I believe, of oppoſition in friend- 
ſhip. 

OLD Mix. Very well; will he be home to dinner, think 
you ? : 

Duc. Sir, he has ordered me to beſpeak a dinner for us 
at Rouſſeau's at a Louis d'Or a head. 

OLD Mix. A Louis d'Or a head! well ſaid, Bob; by 
the blood of the Mirabels, Bob's improv'd. But Mr. Dug- 
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ard, was it ſo civil of Bob to viſit Monſieur Rouſſeau before 
his own natural father? Eh! hark'e, Oriana, what think 
you, now, of a fellow that can eat and drink you a whole 
Louis d'Or, at a fitting * he muſt be as ſtrong as Hercules, 
life and fpirit in abundance. Before Gad, I don't wonder at 
theſe men of quality, that their own wives can't ſerve 'em. 
A Louis d'Or a head! 'tis enough to ſtock the whole na- 
tion with baſtards, 'tis faith, Mr, Dugard, I leave you 
with your ſiſter. [Exit, 

Dus. Well, ſiſter, I need not aſk you how you do, your 
looks reſolve me; fair, tall, well-ſhaped; you're almoſt 
grown out of my remembrance. 

Or1, Why, truly, brother, I look pretty well, thank 
Nature and my toilet; I have ſcap'd the jaundice, green- 
ſickneſs, and the ſmall-pox, I eat three meals a-day, am 
very merry when up, and ſleep ſoundly when I'm down. 

Du dc. But, ſiſter, you remember that upon my going 
abroad you would chuſe this old gentleman for your guar- 
dian; he's no more related to our family, than Preſter 
John, and I have no reaſon to think you miſtruſted my 
management of your fortune. Therefore pray be ſo kind 
as to tell me without reſervation the true cauſe of making 
ſuch a choice, 

Oxz1. Look'e, brother, you were going a rambling, and 
"'twas proper, leſt I ſhould go a rambling too, that ſome 
body ſhou'd take care of me. Old Monſieur Mirabel is an 
honeſt gentleman, was our father's friend, and has a young 
lady in his houſe, whoſe company I like, and who has choſen 
him for her guardian as well as J. 

Dus. Who, Madamoiſelle Bifarre ? 

Oni. The ſame; we live merrily together, without ſcan- 
dal or reproach; we. make muck of the old gentleman 
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between us, and he takes cate of us, we eat what we like, 
go to bed when we pleaſe, riſe when we will, all the 
week we dance and ſing, and upon Sundays go firſt to 
Church, and theo to the play.— Now, Brother, beſides theſe 
motives for chuſing this gentleman for my guardian, perhaps 
I had ſome private reaſons. 

Doo. Not ſo private as you imagine, ſiſter; yout love to 
young Mirabel's no ſecret, I can aſſure you, but ſo publick 
that all your friends are aſhamed on't. 

Oni. O' my word then, my friends are very baſhful; 
tho* I'm afraid, fir, that thoſe people are not albarned 
enough at their own crimes, who have ſo many bluſhes to 
ſpare for the faults of their neighbours, 

Duo. Ay, but, ſiſter, the people ſay<=— 

Ox 1. Pſhaw, hang the people, they'll talk treaſon, and 
profane their Maker; muſt we therefore infer, that our 
king is a tyrant, and religion a cheat ? Look'e, brother, 
their court of enquiry is a tavern, and their informer, cla- 
ret: they think as they drink, and ſwallow reputations like 
Loaches ; a lady's health goes briſkly round with the glaſs, 
but her honour is loſt in the toaſt. 

Duo. Ay, but, Siſter, there is ſtill ſomething...  / 

Ost. If there be ſomething, brother, tis none of the 
people's ſomething z marriage js my thing, and Pl] tick 
to't, 

Due. Marriage young Mirabel marry! he'll build 
churches ſooner. Take heed, ſiſter, tho* your honour ſtood 
proof to his home-bred aſſaults; you muſt keep a ſtricter 
guard for the future: he has now gat the foreign air, and 
the Italian ſoftneſs; his wit's improved by converſe, his be- 
kaviour finiſhed. by obſervation, and his aſſurance confirmed 

Vor. II. D 
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by ſucceſs. Siter, I can aſſure you he has made his con- 
Queſte; and tis a plague upon your ſex, to be the ſooneſt 
deceived by thoſe very men that you know have been falſe 
to, others, 

ORI. Then why will you tell me of his conqueſts ? for I 
maſt confeſs there is no title to à woman's favour ſo en- 
en ing as the.cepute of a bandſome diſſimulation; there is 

omething of pride to ſee a fellow lie at our feet, that has 

triumphed over fo many 2nd then, I don't know, we ny 
he, myſt, have ſorpething extraordinary about him to plea 
us, and thet we have ſomething.engaging about us to ſecure 
him; ſo we. can't be quiet, till we put ourſelves upon the 
lay of being both diſappainteds 

Duc. But then, ſiſter, he's as fickle 

Oz1, For God's ſake, Brother, tell me no more of his 
faults; for if you do, I ſhall run mad for him: ſay no more, 
fir, let me but get him into the bands of matrimony, I'll 
ſpoit bis wala, L warrant him. I'll do his bubaeſs that 
way, never fear, 

u. Well, fiſter, 1 won't pretend to underſtand the 
engagements . you and your lover; I expect when 
you have need of my coypſel or aſſiſtance, you will ſet me 
know more of your affairs. Mirabel is a gentlemao, and as 
far as wy honour and intereſt can reach, you may command 
me to the furtherance of yohr happineſs : in the mean fime, 
ſiſter, I have 3 great ming ta make you a preſent of another 
humble ſervant ; a fellow that I took up t Lyons, who Has 
ſerv'd mie honeſtly ever fince. 

Ont, Then why will yo part with him. | 
Dvd. He has gained fo infufferably on my good humour, 
that he's grown too familiar 4 but the fellow's cunning, as 
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may be ſerviceable to you in, yaur affair with Mirabel. 
Here he comes. 


Enter Petit, 
Well, fir, have you been at Rouſſean's ? 


PzT, Yes, fir, and who. ſhould I. find there, but Mr. 


Mirabel and the captain, batching as warmly over a tub of 
ice, as two hen-pheaſants over a brood——They wou'd 


not let me beſpeak any thing, for they had din'd before 1 
came. 

Dv ©, Come, fir, you ſhall ſerve my ſiſter, I ſhall Rill 
continue kind to you, and if your lady recommends your 
diligence upon trial, I'll uſe my intereſt to advance you; 
you have ſenſe enough to expect preferment. Here, ſirrah, 
here's ten guineas for thee, get thyſelf 4 drugget ſuit and s 
puff. wig, and ſol dub thee gentleman uſher, — 
Ii Siſter, I muſt put myſelf in repair, you may expect me. ig 
t the evening. Wait on your lady home, Petit, [Exit Dug, 

Per. A chair, a chair, a chair ! 


a On 1, No, no, I'll walk home, tis but the. next door. 
en [Exeyat. 
* 
*. FCENE, a tavern, diſcoveting young Mirabel aud Du- 
0 retete riſing from table. 

* 


Min. Welcome to Pare ente more, my dear captain, we 

have eat heartily, drank conndly, paid plentifolly, aod let it 

go. for once. I lik'd every ching but our women, they 

book's ſo lean and tawdry, poor creatpres 'tis 4 ſure fign 

the army is not paid Give me the plump Venetian, bride 

wd ſanguine, that ſmiles * me like the glowing ſun, 
2 
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and meets my lips like ſparkling wine, her perſon ſhining as 
the glaſs, and ſpirit like the foaming liquor. 

Dun. Ah, Mirabel, Italy I grant you; but for our wo- 
men here in France, they are ſuch thin brawn- fall'n jades, 
a man may as well make a bed-fellow of a cane-chair. 

Min. France ! A light unſeaſon'd country, nothing. but 
feathers, foppery, and faſhions : we're fine indeed, ſo are 
our coach-horſes; men ſay we're courtiers, men abuſe us ; 
that we are wiſe and politick, non credo Seigneur : that our 
women have wit; parrots, mere parrots, aſſurance and 2 
good memory ſet them up;—there's nothing on this fide the 
Alps worth my humble ſervice t'ye——ha Roma la ſanta, 
Italy for my money, their cuſtoms, gardens, buildings, paint- 
ings, muſic, policies, wine and women ! the paradiſe of the 
world; — not peftered with a parcel of preciſe old gouty 
fellows, that would debar their children every pleaſure that 
they themſelves are paſt the ſenſe of: commend me to the 

the Italian familiarity ; here, ſon, there's fifty crowns, go 
pay your whore her week's allowance, 

Dus, Ay, theſe are your fathers for you, that under- 
ſtand the neceſſities of young men; not like our muſty dads, 
who becauſe they cannot fiſh themſelves, would muddy the 
water, and ſpoil the ſport of them that can. But now you 
talk of the plump, what d'ye think of a Dutch woman. 

Mix. A Dutch woman, too compact, nay, every thing 
among them is ſo ; a Dutch man is thick, a Dutch woman 


is ſquab, a. Dutch horſe is round, a Dutch dog is ſhort, 4 


Dutch ſhip is broad bottom'd; and in ſhort, one would 
ſwear the. whole product of the country were caſt in the 
ſame cold with their cheeſes. | 


2 * 1 
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Dur. Ay, but Mirabel, you have forgot the Engliſh 
ladies, 

Mix. The women of England were excellent, did they 
not take ſuch unſufferable pains to ruin what nature has 
made ſo incomparably well; they would be delicate crea- 
tures indeed, could they bat thoroughly arrive at the French 
mien, or entirely let it alone; for they only ſpoil « very 
good air of their own, by an awkward imitation of ours ; 
their parliaments and our taylors give laws to their three 
kingdoms. But come, Duretete, let us mind the buſineſs 
in hand ; miſtreſſes we muſt have, and myſt take up with 
the manufacture of the place, and upon a competent dili- 
gence we ſhall find thoſe in Paris ſhall match the Italiane 
from top to toe. | 

Dus. Ay, Mirabel, you will do well enough; but I 
will become of your friend; you know I am ſo plaguy baſh» 
ful, ſo naturally an aſs upon theſe occaſions, that 

Mis. Pſhaw, you mult be bolder, man: travel three 
years and bring home ſuch a baby as baſhfulneſs! a great 
luſty fellow ! and a ſoldier ] fye upon it, 

Dux. Look'e, fir, I can viſit, and I can ogle a little 
thus, or thus now, Then I can kiſs abundantly, and make 
2 ſhift to—but if they chance to give me a forbidding look, 
as ſome women, you know have a deviliſh caſt with their 
eyes, —or if they cry,-what d'ye mean; what d'ye take 
me for? fye, fir, remember who I am, fir=—z perſon of 
quality to be us'd at this rate Igad I'm ſtruck as flat as 4 
frying · pan. 

Mi a. Words o“ courſe! never mind em: turn you about 
upon your heel with a jante air; hum out the end of an old 
ſong; cut 2 croſs caper, and at her again. 


— — . — _ K 
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Don. [imitates him.] No hang it, twill never do. 
Oons, what did my father mean hy ſticking me up in an 
unlverſity, or to think that I ſhould gain any thing by my 
head, in a nation whoſe genius lies all in their heels 
Well, if ever I come to have children of my own, they 
ſuall fave the education of the country, they ſhall learn to 
dance before they can walk, and be taught to ſing before 
they can ſpeak. 

Mrs. Come, come, throw off that childiſh humour, put 
on affurance, there's no avoiding it ; ſtand all hazards, thou'rt 
4 ſtout luſty fellow, and haſt a good eſtate, look bluff, 
heQor, you have a good fide-box face, 4 pretty impudent 
face; ſo, that's pretty well. This fellow went abroad like 
an ox, and is returned like an aſs, [Afide, 

Dus, Let me ſee now, how | look, [pulls out a pocket- 
glaſs, and looks on't.] A ſide - box face, ſay you 
egad I don't like it, Mirabel.-Fye, fir, don't abuſe your 
friends, I cou'd not wear ſuch a face for the beſt countels in 
Chriſtendom. 

Mix. Why can't you, blockhead, as well as I? 

Dun. Why, thou haſt impudence to ſet a good face upon 
any thing; I would change baff my gold for half thy brafs, 
with all my heart. Who comes here ? odſo Mirabel, your 
father! 


— — 


Enter Old Mirabel. 


OLD Mix. Where's Bob? dear Bob? 

Mix. Your bleſſing, fir. | | 

Ox,y-Misz. My bleſſing! damp you, you young rogue, 
why did not you come to ſee your father firſt, firrah'? my 
dear boy, I am heartily glad to ſee thee, my dear child, 
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faith—Captain Duretets, by the blood of the Mitabrls, 
I'm yours: well, my lade, ye Took brayely *Faith,.Bob, 
haſt got any money feft ? 

Min. Not a farfhing, fir, ; 

OLD Mix. Why, then 1 won't gi thee 4 fouſe. 

Mis. I did but jeſt, here's ten piſtoles. 

OL» Min. Why, then here's ten more; I love to be 
charitdble to thoſe that don't want tt. ell, and how A 

Min. O the garden of the world, fir 3 Rome, Naples, 
Venice, Milan, and à thouſumd others all fine. | 

OLD Mis, Ay, ſay you ſo! and they fey; 'thit'Chiuri is 
very fie tos · | 

Dun. fac fferent, i, very indifferentyz 2a very frarvy 
air, the moſt unwholſetne to a French conſticeution in the 
world. ä 

Mia. Pſhaw, nothing on't; theſe rifedly Gurettéert 
have | 

OLD Mis, Miſinformed me Oons, fir, were not we 
besten there ? 

Mis. Beaten, fir? the French desten ! 

Oro Mis. Why, how was it, pray, feet Fr. 

Mix. Sir, the captain wil tel you. 

Dun. No, fir, your for will ten yo. 

Mrz. The eaptain wis in thedHiob, fr; 
Dos, Your fon ſaw more than I, fir; for he was # locker 
on. | 

Our H. Conſound you both for brace of eowurdt: 
here are no Germans to over-hear you j why don't y tell 
me how it was ? 


of en. 
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Mia. Why, then you muſt know, that we marched up 4 
body of the- fineſt, braveſt, well-dreſſed fellows in the uni- 
verſe; our commanders at the head of us, all lace and fea 
ther, like ſo many beaux at a ball. | don't believe 
there was a man of 'em but cou'd dance a charmer, mor- 
bleau. 

ou Miz. Dance ! very well, pretty fellows, faith ! 

Mix. We capered up to their very trenches, and there ſaw 
peeping over a parcel of ſcare-crow, olive-colouredy gun 
powder fellows, as ugly as the devil. 

Dun. Igad, I ſhall never forget the looks of 'em while 
I have breath to fetch. | 

Min. They were ſo civil indeed as to welcome us with 
their cannon; but for the reſt we found em fuch unman- 
netly, rude, unſociable dogs, that we grew tir'd of their 
company, and ſo we e'en danc'd back again, 

Orp Miz, And did ye all come back? 

M1x. No, two or three thouſand of us ſtay'd behind, 

OLD Mis. Why, Bob, Why? 

Mix. Pſhaw—becauſe they could not come that night. 
But, come fir, we were talking of ſomething elſe; pray 
how does your lovely charge, the fair Oriana ? 

OLD Mix. Ripe, fir, juſt ripe; you'll ſind it better en- 
gaging with her than with the Germans, let me tell you, 
And what would you ſay, my young Mars, if I had a 
Venus for thee too ? come, Bob, your apartment is ready, 
and pray let your friend be my gueſt too, you ſhall com- 
mand the houſe between ye, and I'll be as merry as the beſt 


* 
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Mis. Bravely iaid, father. 
Let miſers bend their age with niggard cares, 
And ſtarve themſelves to pamper huogry heirs; 
Who, living, ſtint their ſons what youth may crave, 
And make em revel o'er a father's grave, 
The ſtock on which I grew, does till diſpenſe 
Its genial ſap into the blooming branch; 
The fruit, he knows, from his own root is grown, 
And therefore ſooths thoſe paſſions once his own, 


& 6.8 


S CE N E, Old Mirabel's Houſe. 


Oriana and Biſarre. 
B18. N D you love this young Rake, d'ye ? 

Oni. Ves. 

BIS. In ſpight of all his ill uſage. 

Ox1, I can't help it. 

BIS. What's the matter wi ye! ? 

Or1, Pſhaw ! 

Bis. Um !——before that any young, lying, ſwearing, 
flattering, rakehelly fellow, ſhould play ſuch tricks with 
me, I wou'd wear my teeth to the ſtumps with lime and 
and chalk.— O, the devil take all your Caſſandra's and Cleo- 
patra's for me.—Prithee mind your girs, modes and faſhions ; 
your ſtays, gowns, and furbelows. Hark'e, my dear, bave 
you got home your furbelow'd ſmocks yet? 
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Ort. Prithee be quiet, Biſarre; you know, I can be as 
, mad as you, when this Mirabel is out of my head. 

Bis, Pſhaw! would he were out, or in, or ſome way to 
make you eaſy,-l warrant now, you'll play the fool when 
he comes, and ſay you love him; eh! 

Ox1., Moſt certajnly ;—l can't difſemble, Biſarre 
beGdes, *tis palt that, we're contracted. 

BIS. Contracted ! alack a-day, poor thing, What, you 
have chang'd rings, or broken an old broad piece between 
you ! hark'e, child, han't you broke ſomething elſe between 
ye ? 

OI. No, no, I can aſſure you. 

Bis. Then what d'ye whine for? whilſt I kept that in 
my power, I would m.ke 4 fool of 265 fellow in France. 
Well, I muſt confeſs, I do love a little coquetting with all 
my heart ! my buſinels ſheuld be to break gold with my love 
one hu, and crack my promiſe the next; he ſhou'd find me 
one day with a prayer-book in my hand, and with a play» 
book another. He ſhou'd have my conſent to buy the 
wedding-ring, and the pext moment wou'd I laugh in his 
face. 

Oni. O my dear, were there 30 greater tye upon any 
heart, than there is upon my conſcience, I wou'd ſoon throw 
the contzat out o'doors; but the miſchief on't is I ara ſo 
fond of being ty'd that I'm forc'd te be juſt, and the 
ſtrength of my paſſion keeps dawn the inclination of my ſex, 


But here's the old gentleman, 
Enter Old 'Mirabel. 


OLun Miz. Where's my wenoches? where's my two lijtle 
girls: eh! have a care, look to yourſelves, faith, they're 
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a coming, the travellers are a coming, Well! which of 

you two will be my daughter-in-law now? Bifarre, Biſarre, 

what ſay you, mad-cap ? Mirabel is a pure wild fellow. 
BIS. 1 like him the worſe, 


OLp Mis. You lye, huſſey, you like him the better, 


indeed you do: what ſay you, my t'other little filbert ? 
hel 

Oni. I ſuppoſe the gentleman will chooſe for himſelf, 
fir, 


OLD Mix. Why that's diſcreetly aid; and ſo he ſhall, 


Enter Mirabel and Duretete, they ſalute the Ladies. 


Bos, Hark'e, you ſhall marry one of theſe girls, firrah, 

Mix. Sir, I'll marry 'em both, if you pleaſe. 

Bis. [Aſfide,] He'll find that one may ſerve his turn. 

OLD Mis. Both | why, you young dog, d'ye banter me+ 
Come, fir, take your choice. Duretete, you ſhall have 
your choice too; but Robin ſhall chooſe firſt, Come, fir, 
begin. 

Mi. Well, 1 an't the firſt ſon that has made his father's 


dwelling a bawdy · houſe let me ſee. 


Orp Mix. Well! which d'ye like ? 

Mn. Both. 

Oup MIA. But which will you marry ? 

Mix. Neither. 

Orp Mrs, Neither—don't make me angry now, Bob; 


pray don't make me angry,,--Look'e, firrah, if I doa't 


dance at your wedding to-morrow, 41 ſhall de very — * 


* at your grave. 
Mis, That's a bull, father, 
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Oro Mix. A bull, why, how now, ungrateful fir, did I 
make thee a man, that thou ſhouldſt make me a bealt ? 

. © Miz. Your pardon, fir, | only meant your expreſſion. 

OLD Mis. Hark'e, Bob, learn better manners to your 
father before ſtrangers : 1 won't be angry this time. — But, 
oons, if ever you do't again, you ralcal, remember what J 
fay. | Exit. 

M1z. Pſhaw, what does the old fellow mean by me wing 
me up here with a couple of green girls? come, Duretete, 
will you go? 

OI. I hope, Mr. Mirabel, you han't forgot 

Miz. No, no, madam, 1 han't forgot, I have brought 
you a thouſand little Italian curioſities; I'll aſſure you, 
madam, as far as a hundred piſtoles wou'd reach, I han't 
forgot the leaſt ciccumſtance. 

Or1. Sir, you miſunderſtand me. n 

; Mia. Odio, the relicks, madarn, from Rome. I do re- 
member now you made a vo- of chaſtity before my depar- 
ture; 2 vow of chaſtity, or ſomething like it; was it not, 
wadam ? 

On. O Sir, I'm anſwered at preſent. Exit. 

Mis. She was coming full mouth upon me with her con- 
traQ—wou'd I might diſpatch t' other. 

Dos. Mirabel, —that lady there, obſerve her, he' s won- 
drous pretty, faith, and ſeems to have but few words; 1 
like ber mainly; ipeak to her, man, prithee ſpeak to her. 

Min, Madam, here's a gentleman, who declare — 

Dun. Madam, don't believe him, I declare nothing 
what the devil do you mean, man? 

Mix. He ſays, * that you are as beautiful as an 
_ 
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Dur, He tells a damn'd lye, madam; I ſay no ſuch 
ching: are you mad, Mirabel? Why, I hall drop down 
with ſhame; | 

Mis. And ſo, madam, not doubting but your ladyſhip 
may like him as well as he does you, I think it proper to 
leave you together. [Going, Duretete holds him- 

Dus. Hold, hold, — why, Mirabel, friend, ſure you 
won't be ſo barbarous as to leave me alone. Prithee, peak, 
to her for yourſelf, as it were. Lord, Lord, that a Freach- 

man ſhould want impudence ! 

Mix. You look mighty demure, madam——ſhe" s deaf, 
captain, 

Dus, I had much rather have her dumb. 

Mix. The gravity of your air, madam, promiſes forme 
extraordinary fruits from your ſtudy, which moves us with 
a curioſity to inquire the ſubje& of your ladyſhip's con, 
plation. Not a word! 

Dus. I hope in the Lord ſhe's ſpeechleſs if the be, ſhe's 
mine this moment.—Mirabel, d'ye think a woman's ſilence 
can be natural 

Brs. But the forms that logicians introduce, and which 
proceed from ſimple enumeration, are dubitable, and pro- 
ceed only upon admittance—— 

Min. Hoyty toyty ! what a plague have we here? Plato 
in petticoats 

Dus. Ay, ay, let her go on, man; ſhe talks in my own 
mother tongue. | 

Bis, Tis expos'd to invalidity from a contradictory in- 
ſtance, looks only upon common operations, and is infinite 
in its termination. 


Min. Rare pedantry. 
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Don. Axioms ! axioms ! ſelf-evident principles. 

BIS. Then the ideas wherewith the mind is preoccupate, 
—O gentlemen, I hope you'll pardon my cogitation; 1 wat 
involv'd in a profound point of philoſophy; but I ſhall diſ- 


cuſs it ſomewhere elle, being ſatisfy'd that the ſubject is 


not agreeable to your ſparks, that profeſs the vanity of the 
times, Exit. 

Min. Go thy way, good wiſe Bias: do you hear, Dure- 
tete ? doſt hear this ſtarch'd piece of auſterity ? 

Dus. She's mine, man; ſhe's mine: my own talent to 
a T. Ill match her in dialects, faith. I was ſeven years 
at the Univerſify, man, nurs'd up with Barbara Celarunt, 
Darii, Ferio, Baralipton. Did you ever know, that 'twas 
metaphyſicks made me an aſs? it was, faith, Had ſhe 
talk'd a word of ſinging, dancing, plays, faſhions, or the 
like, I kad foundered at the firſt ſtep ; but as ſhe i 


Mirabel wiſh me joy. 


Mix. You don't mean marriage, I hope, 

Dor, No, ao, I am a man of more honour. 

Mix. Bravely reſolv'd, captain, now for thy credit, warm 
me this frozen ſnow ball, *twill be a conqueſt above the 
Alps. 

Do. Bat will you promiſe to be always near me? 

M1z. Upon all occaſions, never fear. 

Dus. Why then, you ſhall fee me in two mornents make 
an induction from my love to her hand, from her hand to 
her mouth, from her mouth to her heart, and fo conclude 
in her bed, Categorimatice. 

Mia. Now the game begins, and cy foot is edter'd.—- 
But here comes one to ſpoil my ſport: now ſhall I be feaz'd 
to death with this old faſhioned contract. I ſhould love her 
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too if I might do it my own way, but ſhe'll de nothing 
without witneſſes forſooth. I wonder women can be iv 
immodeſt. 


Enter Oriana, 


Well, madam, why d'ye follow me? 

Ort. Well, fir, why do you ſhun me? 

Mix. *Tis my humour, madam, and I'm naturally ſway'd 
by inclination. 

Or +, Have you forgot our contract, fir ? 

Mix, All I remember of this contract is, that it was 
made ſome three years ago, and that's enough in conſcience 
to forget the reſt onꝰt. 

Orr, Tis ſufficient, fir, to recollect the paſſing of it; 
for in that circumſtance, I preſume, lies the force of the 
obligation. 

Miz. Obligations, madam, that are forc'd upon the will, 
are no tye upon the conſcience; I was a flave to my paſſion 
when I pafs'd the ĩnſtrument, but the recovery of my free - 
dot makes the contract void, 

On t. Sir, you can't make that a compulfren which was 
your own choice; beſides, fir, «a ſubjeQtioa to your own 
defires has not the virtue of a forcible conſtraint: and you 
wilt find, fir, that to plead your paſfion for the killing of a 
men, wil! hardly exempt you from the juſtice of the 
puniſhment. 

Miz, And fo, madam, you make the fin of murder and 
the crime of a contract the very ſame, becguſe that hanging 
and matrimony are ſo much alike, , | 
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On1. Come, Mr. Mirabel, theſe expreſſions 1 expected 
from the raillery of your humour, but I hope for very dif- 
ferent ſentiments from your honour and generoſity. 

Mix. Look'e, madam, as for my generoſity tis at your 
ſervice, with all my heart : I'll keep you a coach and fix 
horſes, if you pleaſe, only permit me to keep my honour 
to myſelf; for | can aſſure you, madam, that the thing call'd 
honour is a circumſtance abſolutely unneceſſary in a natural 
correſpondence between male and female, and he's a mad- 
man that lays it out, conſidering its ſcarcity, upon any ſuch 
trivial occaſions. There's honour requir'd of us by our 
friends, and honour due to our enemies and they return it to 
us again; but I never heard of a man that left but an inch 
of his honour in a woman's keeping, that con'd ever get 
the leaſt account on't—conſider, madam, you have no ſuch 
thing among ye, and 'tis a main point of policy to keep no 


faith with reprobates—thou art a pretty little "TY and 


ſo get thee about thy buſineſs. 

Ot. Well, fir, even all this I will = at to the gaiety 
of your temper; your travels have improv'd your talent of 
talking, but they are not of force, I hope to impair your 
morals. 


Min. Morals! why there tis again 1 tell thee, 
child, there is not the leaſt occaſion for morals in any buſi- 


neſs between you and me———don't you know that. of all 
commerce in the world there is no ſuch cozenage and deceit 
as in the traffick between inan and woman; we ſtudy all our 
lives long how to put tricks upon one another — what is 
your buſineſs now, from the time you throw away your 
artificial babies, but how to get natural ones with the moſt 
advantage !—-no fowler lays abroad more nets for his game, 
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nor a hunter for his prey, than you do to catch poor inno- 
cent men - hy do you fit three or four hours at your toilet 
in a morning ? only with a villainous deſign to make ſome 
poor fellow a fool before night. What are your languiſhing 
looks, your ſtudy'd airs and affectations, but ſo many baits 
and devices to delude men out of their dear liberty and free- 
dom ?——what d'ye ſigh for? what d'ye weep for? what 
d'ye pray for? why for a huſband: that is, you implore 
Providence to aſſiſt you in the juſt and pious deſign of making 
the wiſeſt of his creatures a fool, and the head of the crea- 


, tion a ſlave, 

Ox1. Sir, I am proud of my power, and am reſolved to | 
uſe it. 

a Mix. Hold, hold, madam, not fo faſt. —As you have | 

h variety of vanities to make coxcombs of us; ſo we have 


vows, oaths, and proteſtations, of all ſorts and ſizes to 
make fools of you, As you are very ſtrange and whimſitzl 
creatures, {6 we are allowed as unaccountable ways of 
managing you. And this, in ſhort, my dear creature, is 
our preſent condition. I have ſworn and ly'd briſkly to gain 
my ends of you; your ladyſhip has patch'd and painted vio- 
lently to gain your ends of me but ſince we are both 
diſappointed, let us make a drawn battle and part clear on 
both ſides. 

Ox1. With all my heart, ſir; give me up my contract, 
and l' never ſee your face again. 

Mik. Indeed, I won't, child. 

Oz1. What, fir, neither do one nor t'ther ? 

Mix. No, you ſhall die a maid, unleſs you pleaſe to be 
*herwiſe upon my terms. 

Vor. II. | E 
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 Ox1. What do yon intend by this, fir ? 

Mik. Why, to ſtarve you into compliance; look'e, you 
ſhall never marry any man; and you bad as good let me do 
you a kindneſs as a ſtranger. 

Or 1. / Sir, you're a . 

Miz. What am I, miſtreſs ? 

Ox 1. A villain, fir. 

Mix. I'm glad on't=—l never knew an honeſt fellow id 
my life, but was a villain upon theſe occaſtons.— Han't you 
drawn yourſelf now info a very pretty dilemma ? ha, haz 
ha; the poor lady has made a vow of virginity, when ſhe 
thought of making a vow for the contrary, Was ever poor 
woman ſo cheated into chaſtity ? 

Ol. Sir, my fortune is equal to yours, my friends as 
powerful, and both ſhall be put to the teſt, to do me 
juſtice, 

MIR. What! you'll force me to marry you, will yon? 

Ox1, Sir, the law ſhall. 

Mik. But the law can't force me to do any thing elſe, 
can it ? 

Ol. Pihaw, I deſpiſe thee———mmonſter, 

Mix. Kiſs and be friends then don't cry, child, and you 
ſhall have your ſugar- plumb come, madam, d'ye think | 
could be ſo unreaſonable as to make you faſt all your life 

long? no 1 did but jeſt, you ſhall have your liberty; here, 
take your contract and give me mine, 

Ox1. No, I won't. 

Mix. Eh! What is the girl a fool? 

Ox1. No, fir, you ſhall find me cunning enough to do 
myſelf juſtice; ard ſiace I rguſt not depend upon yor! 
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love, I'll be reveng'd and force you to marry me out of 


1 N ſpight. 

1 Mix. Then I'll beat thee out of ſpight; and make a 
| moſt confounded huſband. | 
Ox. O fir, I ſhall match you: a good huſband makes a 
| good wife at any time. 

; Mis. I'll rattle down your china about your ears. 

g k Or1. And I'll rattle about the city to run you in debt for 

_ 

ba, Mik. Your face mending toilet ſhall fly out of the 

he window. | 

jor © Ort. And your face-mending perriwig ſhall fly after it. 
MIX. 1'll tear the furbelow off your cloaths, and when 

as © you ſwoon for vexation you ſhan't have a penny to buy a 

me bottle of Hart's-horn. 

Ox1. And you, fir, ſhall have Hart's- horn in abundance, 
|? Mir, Ul keep as many miſtreſſes as I have coach-horfes, 

Oxi, And I'll keep as many gallants as you have grooms. 
elſe, Mix. I'll lie with your woman before your face. 


Ox1. Have a care of your valet behind your back. 


Mix. But, ſweet madam, there is ſuch a thing as a 
| you divorce. 


ok | Ox1. But, ſweet fir, there is ſuch a thing as alimony, ſo 
* life divorce on, and ſpare not. [ Exit, 
here, Mix. Ay, that ſeparate maintenance is the devil—there's 


their refuge—o' my conſcience, one wou'd take cuckoldom 
for a meritorious action, becauſe the women are ſo hand- 
lomely rewarded for't. Exit. 
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SCENE changes to a large parlour in the ſame houſe, 


Enter Duretete and Petit. 


Dux. And ſhe's mighty peeviſh, you ſay. 

PE r. O fir, ſhe has a tongue as long as my leg, and 
talks ſo crabbedly, you wou'd think ſhe always ſpoke 
' Welſh. 

Dur. That's an odd language, methinks for her philo- 
fophy. | 

PET. But ſometimes ſhe will fit you half a day without 
ſpeaking a word, and talk oracles all the while by the 
wrinkles of her forehead, and the motions of her eye- 
brows. 

Dus, Nay, I ſhall match her in philoſophical ogles, faith; 
that's my talent: I can talk beſt, you muſt know, when | 
ſay nothing. 

Pr. But d'ye ever laugh, fir. 

Dun. Laugh! won't ſhe endure laughing? 

PeT. Why ſhe's a critick, fir, ſhe hates a jeſt, for fear it 
ſhould pleaſe her; and nothing keeps her in humour but 
what gives her the ſpleen. And then for logick, and all 
that, you k no- 

Dus. Ay, ay, I'm prepar'd, I have been practiſing hard 
words, and nonſenſe this hour to entertain her. 

Per. Then place yourſelf behind this fcreen, that you 
may have a view of her behaviour before you begin. 

Dus. I long to engage her, leſt 1 ſhou'd forget wp 
leſſon, 

Pr. Here ſhe comes, ſir, I muſt fly, 

LExit Pet. and Dur. ſtands peeping behind the cuttais. 
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F Enter Biſarre and Maid. 

; B1s. [With a Book. ] Pſhaw, hang books they ſour our 

x temper, ſpoil our eyes, and ruin our complexions. 

l [Throws away the Book. 
d | Dos. Eh! the devil ſuch a word there is in all Ariſtotle. - 
de L Bis. Come, wench, let's be free, call in the fiddle; 

5 there's no body near us. 
2 | Enter Fiddler, 
ut Dun. Wou'd to the Lord there was not, 
he Bis. Here, friend, a minuet !—quicker time; ha 
e- wou'd we had a man or two. 

| Dur. [Stealing away.] You ſhall have the devil ſooner, 

th; my dear dancing philoſopher. 
n | Bis. Uds my life !—here's one. 


[Runs to Dur. and hales him back, 

Duos. Is all my learn'd preparation come to this? 

Bis. Come, fir, don't be aſham'd, that's my good boy 
ar if _—you're very welcome, we wanted ſuch a one——come, 
but ſtrike up—l know you dance well, fir, you're finely ſhaped 
d all fort come, come, fir z quick, quick, you miſs the time 
elſe. 

Dux. But, madam, I come to talk with you, 

Bis. Ay, ay, talk as you dance, talk as you dance, 
come, 
Dun. But we were talking of dialecticks. 
Bis. Hang dialeQticks—mind the fime—quicker, ſirrah, 


[To the fiddler,] come, and how d-) ye find yourſelf now, 
fir ? 


hard 
; you 


67 


rtain. 
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Do. I a fine breathing iweat, doQor, 

Bis. All the better, patient, all the better; come, fir, 
ſing now, ſing, I know you ſing well; 1 fee you have a ſing- 
ing face; a heavy dull ſonata face, 

Dur. Who, I ſing ? 

Brs. O you're modeſt, fir—but come, ſit down, cloſer, 
cloſer, Here, a bottle of winc—come, fir, fa, la, la; ſing, 
fr. 

Dur, But, madam, I came to talk with you. 

B1s. O fir, you ſhall drink firſt, Come, fill me a bumper 
—here, fir, bleſs the king. 

Dux. Wou'd | were out of his dominions.— By this light 
ſhe'll make me drunk too, 

BIS. O pardon me, fir, you ſhall do me right, fill it 
higher. Now, fir, can you drink a health under yout 
leg ? 

Dun. Rare philoſophy that, faith. 

B1s. Come off with it, to the bottom.— Now, how d'ye 
like me, fir? 

Dus. O, mighty well, madam. 

Bis. You ſee hew a woman's fancy varies, ſometimes 
ſplenetick and heavy, then gay and frolickſome,—gnd how 
d'ye like the humour ? 

Dor. Good madam, let me fit down to anſwer you, for 
Jam heartily tir'd. 

Bis. Fye upon it; a young man, and tir'd ! up for ſhame, 
and walk about, AQtion becomes uiw—4 little faſter, fir, 
— hat d'ye think now of my lady La Pale, and lady 
Coquet, the duke's fair daughter? ha! are they not briſk 
laſſes? then theie is black Mrs, Bellair, and brown Mrs. 
Bellface. 

Dux. They are all rangers to me, madam. 
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BIS. But let me tell you, fir, that brown is not always 
de ſpicable O Lard, fir, if young Mrs. Bagatelle had kept 
herſelf ſingle till this time o'day, what a beauty there had 
been ! and then, you know, the charming Mrs, * 
the fair gem of St. Germains. 

Dur. Upon my ſoul, I don't. f 

BIS. And then you muſt have heard of the Englih beau, 
Spleenamore, how unlike a gentleman -=_—_—_— 

Dur. Hey——not a ſyllable on't, as I hope to be ſaved, 
madam, 

Bis. No! why then play me a jig. Come, fir. 

Dux. By this light 1 cannot; faith, madam 1 have 
ſprain'd my leg. 

Bis. Then fit you down, fir; and now tell me what's 
your buſineſs with me? what's your errand ? quick, quick, 


$ diſpatch—odſo, may be you are ſome gentleman's ſervant, 
that have brought me a letter, or a haunch of veniſon. 


Dur. 'Sdeath, madam, do | look like a carrier? 
BIS. O; cry you mercy, I ſaw you juſt now, I miſtook 


6 you, upon my word; you are one of the travelling gentle- 
* meg—and pray, fir, how do all our impudent friends in 
Italy? a 


Dur, Madam, I came to wait on you with a more ſerious 
intention than your entertainment has anſwer'd, 

Bis. Sir, your intention of waiting on me was the greateſt 
affront imaginable, howe'er your exprefſions may turn it to 
2 compliment: your viſit, fir, was intended as a prologue 
to a very ſcurvy play, of which Mr. Mirabel and you ſo 
handſomely laid the plot Marry! no, no, I'm a man of 
more honofir. Where's your honour? where's your cou- 
rage now ? ads my life, fir, I have a great miad to kick you 


_— 


_ —— 
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go, go to your fellow-rake now, rail at my ſex, and get 
drunk for vexation, and write a lampoon but 1 muſt bave 
you to know, fir, that my reputation is above the ſcandal 
of a libel, my virtue is ſufficiently approv'd to thoſe whoſe 
opinion is my intereſt: and for the reſt, let them talk what 
they will; for when I pleaſe I'll be what I pleaſe, in ſpight 
of you and all mankind; and fo, my dear man of honour, 
if you be tir'd, con over this We and fit there till I come 
to you. [Runs off. 
Dur, Tum ti dum. [Sings.] Ha, ha, ha, ads my life , 
I have a great mind to kick you !——oons and confuſion ! 
[arts up.] was ever man fo abuſed——ay, ———_ ſet me 
on. 


| Enter Petit. 
PeT. Well. fir, how d'ye find yourſelf? 
Dus. You ſon of a nine-ey*'d whore, d' you come to abuſe 


me; Ill kick you with a vengeance, you dog, 
[Petit runs off, and Dur. after him, 


« © * - a 


SCENE continues, 


Old Mirabel and the Young. 


OLD Mix. OB, come hither, Bob. 
Mix. Your pleafure, fir? 
OLD Mix. Are not you a great rogue, firrah Þ 
Mix. That's a little out of my comprehenſion, ſir, fo! 
I've heard ſay, that I reſemble my father, 
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Orp Mix. Your father is your very humble flave—l tell 
thee what, child, thou art a very pretty fellow, and l love 
thee heartily ? and a very great villain, and I hate thee 
mortally, 

Mix. Villain, fir! then I muſt be a very impudent one, 
for I can't recollect any paſſage of my life that I'm aſham'd 
of. 

OD Mix. Come bither, my dear friend; doſt ſee this 
picture? [Shews him a little picture. 

Mix. Oriana's ? pſhaw ! 

Our Mix. What, fir, won't you look upon't ?—Bob, 
dear Bob, prithee come hither now-—doſt want any money, 
child ? 

Mix. No, fir. 

OLD Mix. Why then here's ſome for thee ; come here 
now—how canſt thou be fo hard-hearted, an unnatural, 
unmannerly raſcal (don't miſtake me, child, I an't angry) 
as to abuſe this tender, lovely, good-natur'd, dear rogue? 
why, ſhe ſighs for thee, and cries for thee, pouts for thee, 


and ſnubs for thee, the poor little heart of it is like to burſt 


—come, my dear boy, be good natur'd like your nown 
father, be now—and then ſee here, read this-the eſſigies 
of the lovely Oriana, with ten thouſand pound to her portion 
—ten thouſand pound, you dog; ten thouſand pound you 
rogue; how Gare you refuſe a lady with ten thouſand pound, 
you impudent raſcal ? 

Mix. Will you hear me ſpeak, fir ? 

OLD Mix. Hear you ſpeak, fir! if you had ten thog- 


ſand tongues, you could not out - talk ten thouſand pound. 
fir! - 


: 
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Mix. Nay, fir, if you won't hear me I'll be gone, fir ! 
I'll take poſt for Italy this moment. 

OLp Mix. Ah! the fellow knows I won't part with him, 
Well, fir, what have you to ſay ? 

Mix. The univerſal reception, fir, that marriage has 
had in the world, is enough to fix it for a publick good, and 
to draw every body into the common cauſe; but there are 
ſome conſtitutions, like ſome inſtruments, ſo peculiarly fin. 
gular, that they make tolerable muſick by themſelves, but 
never do well in a conſort. 

Orp Mix. Why this is reaſon, I muſt confeſs, but yet 
tis nonſenſe too; for tho? you ſhould reaſon like an angel, 
if you argue yourſelf out of a goo@eſtate, you talk like a 


fool. 
Mix. But, ſir, if you bribe me into bondage with the 


riches of Crœſus, you leave me but a beggar for want of 
my liberty. 

OLD Mix. Was ever ſuch a perverſe fool heard? 'ſdeath, 
ſir, why did I give you education? was it to diſpute me 
out of my ſenſes ? of what colour now is the head of this 
cane? you'll ſay 'tis white, and, ten to one, make me be- 
lie ve it too thought that young fellows ſtudy'd to get 
money. 

Mix. No, fir, I have ſtudy'd to deſpiſe it; my reading 
was nat to make me rich, but happy, fir. 

Orp Mix. There he has me again now. But, fir, did 
not I marry to oblige you ? 

Mix. To oblige me, fir, in what reſpe&, pray? 

CLp Mix. Why to bring you into the world, fir, wa'at 
that an obligation ? 
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Mix. And becauſe I won'd have it ſtill an obligation, 1 
avoid marriage. 

OLD Mis. How is that, fir ? 

Mix. Becauſe | wou'd not curſe the hour I was born. 

OLD Mix. Look'e, friend, you may perſuade me out of 
my deſigns, but I'll command you orft of yours; and tho” 
you may convince my reaſon that you are in the right, yet 
there is an old attendant of fixty three, call'd poſitiveneſs, 
which you nor all the wits in Italy, ſhall ever be able to 
ſhake; ſo, fir, you're a wit, and I'm a father; you may 
talk, but I'll be obey'd, 

Mia. This it is to have the fon a finer gentleman than 
the father; they firſt give us breeding that they don't 
underſtand, then they turn us cut of doors *cauſe we are 
wiſcr than themſelves. But I'm ea little aforehand with the 
old gentleman, [Afile.] Sir, you have been pleas'd to 
ſettle a thouſand pound ſterling a year upon me; in feturn 
of which, I have a very great honour for you and your 
family, and ſhal! take care that your only 2nd beloved fon 
ſhall do nothing te make him hate his father or to hang 
himſelf, So, dear fir, 'm your very humble ſervant. 

. Runs off, 

OLD Mix. Here, firrah, rogue, Bab, villain ! 


Euter Dugard. 


Dvs. Ah, fir, 'tis but what he deſerves, 5 

OLD Mix. Tis falie, fir, he don't deſerve it: what have 
you to ſay againſt my boy, fir ? 

Duc. I ſhall only repeat your own words, 


[ 


| 
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OLD Miz. What have you to do with my words ? I have 
ſwallowed my words already, I have eaten them up, ang 
how can you come at 'em, fir ? 

Dus. Very eaſily, fir: 'tis but mentioning your in- 
jur'd ward, and you will throw them up again immedi- 
ately. 

Orp Mix. Sir, your ſiſter was a fooliſh young flirt to 
truſt any ſuch young deceitful, 1ake-helly rogue, like him. 

DuG. Cry you mercy, old gentleman, I thought we 
ſhould have the words again. 

OLD Mix. And what then? 'tis the way with young 
fellows to ſlight old gentlemen's words, you never mind 
em when you ought. ſay, that Bob's an honeſt fellow, 


and who dares deny it ? 
Enter Biſarre. 


Bis. That dare I, fir:—l ſay, that your ſon is a wild, 
foppiſh, whimſical, impertinent coxcomb ; and were | 
abus'd as this gentleman's ſiſter is, I would make an Italian 
quarrel, and poiſon the whole family. 

Dv 6, Come, fir, tis no time for trifling, my ſiſter is 
abus d; you are made ſenſible of the affront, and your 
honour is concern'd to ſee her redreſs'd. 

OLD Mix. Look'e, Mr. Dugard, good words go fartheſt, 
I will do your ſiſter juſtice, but it muſt be after my own 
rate, no body muſt abuſe my ſon but myſelf. For altho' 
Robin be a ſad dog, yet he's no body's puppy but my own. 

Bis. Ay, that's my ſweet-natur'd kind old gentleman 
[wheedling him.] We will be good then, if you'll join 
with us in the plot. | 
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Oro Mir, Ah you coaxing young baggage, what plot 
can you have, to wheedle a fellow of fixty-three ? 

Bis. A plot that fixty-three is only good for, to bring 
other people together, fir; a Spaniſh plot leſs dangerous 


n- 

di- than that of eighty-eight, and you muſt act the Spaniard, 
'cauſe your ſon will leaſt ſuſpe& you; and if he ſhou'd, 

to your authority protects you from a quarrel, to which Oriana 

* is unwilling to expoſe her brother. 

we OLD Mis. And what part will you act in the buſineſs, 

* madam ? 

ng | Bis. Myſelf, fir ; my friend is grown a perfe& change- 

ind I ling: theſe fooliſh hearts of ours ſpoil our heads preſently ; 

w, the fellows no ſooner turn knaves, but we turn fools : but I 
am ſtill myſelf, and he may expect the moſt ſevere uſage 
from me, *cauſe I neither love him, nor hate him. ¶ Exit- 

OLD Mix. Well ſaid, Mrs, Paradox; but, fir, who 

1d, muſt open the matter to him ? 

> | Dos, Petit, fir, who is our engineer general. And bere 

ian be comes, 


Enter Petit. 


PzT. O fir, more diſcoveries; are all friends about us? 

Duo. Ay, ay, ſpeak freely. 

PeT, You muſt know, fir——od's my life, I'm out of 
breath ; you mult know, fir=you muſt know— 

Oro Mix. What the devil muſt we know, fir ? 

Per. That I have [pants and blows] brib'd, fir, brib'd 
your ſon's ſecretary of ſtate, | 

OLD MiB. Sectetary of ſtate - Who's that, for Heaven's: 
fake ? 
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Pr. His valet-de-chambre, fir? you muſt. how, ſit, 
that the intrigue Jay folded up with his maſter's cloaths, 
and when he went to duſt the embroider'd ſuit, the ſecret 
flew out of the right pocket of his coat, in a whole ſwarm 
of your Crambo ſongs, ſhort-footed odes, and long-legg'd 
Pindaricks. 

OLD Mix. Impoſſible 

Pr. Ah, fir, he has lov'd her all along; there was 
Oriana in every line, but he hates marriage : now, fir, this 
plot will ſtir up his jealouſy, and we ſhall know by the 
ſtrength of that how to proceed farther. 

Come, fir, lets about it with ſpeed. 

Tis expedition gives our king the ſway 

For expedition too the French give way; 

Swift to attack, or ſwift to run away. LExeunt. 


Enter Mirabel and Biſarre, paſſing careleſsly by one another. 


BIS. [Aſide.] I wonder what ſhe can ſee in this fellow to 
like bim ? 

Mix. [Afide.] I wonder what my friend can ſee in this 
girl to admire her ? | 

Bis. [Aſide.] A wild, foppiſh, extravagant rake-hell, 
Mix. [ Afide.] + light, whimſical, impertinent mad- 
cap. 

Bis. Whom do you mean, fir ? 

Miz. Whom do you mean, madam ? 

Bis. A fellow that has nothing left to re-eſtabliſh him 
for a human creature, but a prudent reſolution to hang 
himſelf. 

Mix. There is a way, madam, to foree me to that 
reſolution. 


hat 


| 
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Bis. I'll do't with all my heart. 

Min. Then you muſt marry me. 

BIs. Look'e, fir, don't think your ill manners to me 
ſhall excuſe your ill uſage of my friend; nor by fixing a 
quarrel here, to divert my zeal for the abſent; for I'm re- 
ſolved, nay, I come prepar'd to make you a panegyrick, 


* that ſhall mortify your pride like any modern dedication. 


Mir, And I, madam, like a true modern patron, ſhall 


hardly give you thanks for your trouble. 


Bis. Come, fir, to let you ſee what little foundation you 
have for your dear ſufficiency, I'll take you to pieces. 
MIR. And what piece will you choole ? 


Bis. Your heart, to be ſure; *cauſe I ſhould get pre- 
ſently rid on't; your courage I wou'd give to a heQor, 


your wit to a lewd play-maker, your honour to an at- 


* torney, your body to the phyſicians, and your ſoul to its 
* maſter, 


Mix. I had the oddeſt dream laſt night of the dutcheſs 
of Burgundy ; methought the furbelows of her gown were 
pinn'd up ſo high behind, that I cou'd not ſee her head for 
her tail. 

Bis. The creature don't mind me! do you think, fir, 
that your humorous impertineace can divert me? no, fir, 


I'm above any pleaſure that you can give, but that of te- 
| ing you miſerable, And mark me, fir, my friend, my in- 
jur'd friend ſhall yet be doubly happy, and you ſhall be 2 


huſband as much as the rites of marriage, and the breach 

of em can make you. 
[Here Mir. pulls out a Virgil, and reads to himſelf 
while ſhe ſpeaks. ] 
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Mix. [Reading.] At Regina dolo:, quis fallere poſſit 3. 


- manera ? 


Diſſimulare etiam ſperaſti, perſide, tantum [very true,] 

Poſſe neſas. 

By your favour, friend Virgil, twas but a raſcally trick of 
your hero to for ſake poor pug fo inhumanly. 

BIS. I don't know what to ſay to him. The devil what's 
Virgil to us, ſir? 

Mix. Very much, wadam, the moſt apropos in the world 
for, what ſhou'd 1 chop upon, but the very place where 
the perjur'd rogue of a lover and the forſaken lady are bat- 
tling it tooth and nail, Come madam, ſpend your ſpirits no 
longer, we'll take an eaſier method: I'll be ZEneas now, 
and you ſhall be Dido, and we'll rail by book. Now for 
you, madam Dido. 

Nec te noſter amor, nec te data dextera quondam, 

Nec Morituta tenet crudeli funere Dido—— 

Ah poor Dido ! [Looking at her, 

Bis. Rudeneſs, affronts, impatience ! I could almoſt 
ſtart out even to manhood, and want but a weapon as long 
as his to fight him upon the ſpot. What ſhall I ſay ? 

Mix. Now ſhe rants. i 

Quz quibus anteferam ? jam jam nec Maxima Juno. 

Bis. A man ! no, the woman's birth was ſpirited away, 

Min. Right, right, madam, the very words, 

Bis. And ſome pernicious elf left in the cradle with hu · 
man ſhape to palliate growing miſchief, 

[Both ſpeak together, and raiſe their voices by degrees, 
Mix. Perfide, ſed duris genuit te Cautibus horrens 
Caucaſus, Hyrcanzque admorunt Ubera Tigres. 

Bis, Go, fir, fly to your midnight revels.— 
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Mik. [Excellent.] In ſequere Italiam ventis, pete regng 
per undas. 
Spero equidem mediis, fi quid pia Numina poſſunt. 


[Together again. 

BIS. Converſe with imps of darkneſs of your make, your 

nature ſtarts at juſtice, and ſhivers at the touch of virtue · 

Now the devil take his impudence, he vexes me fo, I don't 
know whether to cry or laugh at him. 

Mik. Bravely perform'd, my dear Libyan; Ill write the 

Tragedy of Dido, and you ſhall act the part: but you do 


nothing at all, unleſs you fret yourſelf into a fit; for here 


the poor lady is ſtifled with vapours, drops into the arms of 


her maids; and the cruel, barbarous, deceitful wanderer, 
is in the very next line call'd Pious AEneas —— There's au- 
> thority for you, 


Sorry indeed Æneas ſtood 
To ſee her in a pout; 
But Jove himſelf, who ne'er thought good, 
To ſtay a ſecond bout, 
Commands him off with all his crew, 
And leaves poor Dy, as I leave you. [Runs off, 
Bis. Go thy ways, for a dear, mad, deceitful, agreeable 


fellow. O'my conſcience I muſt excuſe Oriana, 


That lover ſoon his angry fair diſarms, 
Whole lighting pleaſes, and whoſe faults are charms. 


Enter Petit, runs about to every door, and knocks. 


Prr. Mr. Mirabel! fir, where are you? no where to be 


found ? i 
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Enter Mirabel, 


Mix. What's the matter, Petit? 

PET. Moſt critically met ——Ah, fir, that one who ha 
followed the game ſo long, and brought the poor hare juſt 
under his paws, ſhould let a mungrel cur chop in; and ru 
away with the puſs. 

Mis, If your worſhip can get out of your allegories, be 
pleas'd to tell me in three words what you mean. 

Pfr. Plain, plain, fir. Your miſtreſs and mine is going 
to be marry'd. 

Mix. I believe you lye, fir. | 

Pr. Your humble ſervant, fir. [Going 

Min. Come hither, Petit. Marry'd ſay you? 

PzT. No, fir, *tis no matter; I only thought to do you 
a ſervice, but I ſhall take care how I confer my favours fv 
the future, 

Mis, Sir, I beg ten thouſand pardons. [Bowing lov, 

PET. Tis enough, fir, I come to tell you, fir, that Or: 
ana is this moment to be ſacrific'd ; marry'd paſt redemy 
tion, 

Mir. I underſtand her, ſhe'll take a hnſband out «i 
ſpight to me, and then out of love to me ſhe will make hm 
a cuckold; *tis ordinary with women to marry one perſoi 
for the ſake of another, and to throw themſelves into the 
arms of one they hate, to ſecure their pleaſure with tit 
man they love. But who is the happy man ? 

PzT. A lord, fir, 

Min. I'm her ladyſhip's moſt humble ſervant; a tri 
and a title, hey! room for my lady's coach, a front ro# 
in the box for her ladyſhip; lights, lights for her honour- 
Now mult I be a conſtant attender at my lord's levee, ! 
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work my way to my lady's couchee—a counteſs, I preſume, 


PzT. A Spaniſh count, fir, that Mr, Dugatd knew abroad, 


is come to Paris, ſaw your miſtreſs yeſterday, marries her to- 


day, and whips her into Spain to-morrow. 
Mir. Ay, is it ſo? and muſt 1 follow my cuckold 
over the Pyrenees ? had ſhe marty'd within the precincts of 


2 billet-doux, | wou'd be the man to lead her to church 
| but as it happens, I'll forbid the banns. Where is this 
mighty don? 


PeT, Have a care, fir, he's a rough croſs-grain'd piece, 


| ard there's no tampering with him; wou'd you apply to 
Mr. Dugard, or the lady herſelf, ſomething might be 

done, for it is in deſpight to you, that the buſineſs is car- 
| ry'd ſo haſtily. Odſo, fir, here he comes. I muſt be gone. 


[ Exit, 


Enter Old Mir, dreſs'd in a Spaniſh habit leading in 
Oriana. 


Ox1. Good my lord, a nobler choice had better ſuited 
your lordſhip*s merit. My perſon, rank, and circumſtance, 
expoſe me as the publick theme of raillery, and ſubje& me 
to ſo injurious uſage, my lord, that I can lay no claim to 
iny part of your regard, except your pity. 

OLD Mix. Breathes he vital air, that dares preſume 


| with rude behaviour to profane ſuch excellence 


dne w me the man 
And you ſhall ſee how my ſudden revenge 
Shall fall upon the head of ſuch preſurfption. 
l» this thing one? [Strutting up to Mirabel. 
Mix. Sir! 
F 2 
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OR. Good my lord, 
OLD Mis. If he, or any he! 
Ox1. Pray, my lord, the gentleman's a ſtranger. 


OLD Mix. O your pardon, fir—but if you had—rememn- 
ber, fir==—the lady now is mine, her injuries are mine, 


therefore, fir, you underſtand me, Come, madam, 


[Leads Oriana to the door, ſhe goes off, Mir. runs te 


his father, and pulls him by the ſleeve. 
MIR. E coute, Monſieur le Count. 
OLD Mix. Your buſineſs, fir ? 
Mix. Boh! 
Oro Mix. Boh! what language is that, fir ? 
Mix. Spaniſh, my lord. 
OLD Mix. What d'ye mean? 


Mis. This, fir, [Trips up his heels, 


OLD Mix. A very conciſe quarrel, truly—I'Il bully him. 
—T'rinidado, Seigneur, give me fair play, [Offering to rile, 

Misa. By all means, fir, [takes away his ſword.] Now 
Seigneur, where's that bombalt look, and fuſtian face your 
countſhip wore juſt now ? [Strikes him, 

OLD Mix. The rogue quarrels well, very well, my owa 
ſon right !-——but hold, ſirrah, no more jeſting; I'm your 
father, fir, your father. 

Mis. My father! then by this light 1 cou'd find in my 
heart to pay thee. [Aſide.] Is the fellow mad? why ſure, 
fir, I han't frighten'd you out of your ſenſes ? 

OLD Mix. But you have, fir, 

Mix. Then I'll beat them into you again. 

[Offers to ſtrike him, 

Orp Mix. Why rogue—Bob, dear Bob, don't you know 
me, child? 


ov 
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Mik. Ha, ha, ha, the fellow's downright diſtraQed ; 
Thou miracle of impudence ; wouldſt thou make me believe 
that ſuch a grave gentleman as my father wonig go 2 maſ- 
querading thus? that a perſon of threeſcore apd three \ wou'd 
run about in 2 fool's coat to diſgrace himſelf and family ? 
why, you impudent villain, do you think I will ſuffer ſuch an 
affront to paſs upon my honour'd father, my worthy father, 
my dear father? *ſdeath, fir, mention my father but once 
again, and 1'Il ſend your ſoul to thy grandfather ts minute ! 

[Offering to ib him, 

OLD Mt K. Well, well, I am not your father gg 

Mir. Why then, fir, you are the ſawcy, dann Spa- 
niard, and I'll uſe you accordingly, , 

Orp Mis. The devil take the Spaniacds, fr, we bave 
all got nothing but blows ſince we began to take their 
part, 


Enter Dugard, Oriana, Maid, Petit, Dugard runs to 
Mirabel, the reſt to the Old Gentleman. 


Du s. Fye, fye, Mirabel, murder your father! 

Mix. My father! what is the whole family mad? give 
me way, fir, I won't be held. 

OLD Mix. No? nor I neither; let me be gone, prays 

"WY to bo. 

Min. My father ! 

OLp Mik. Ay, you dog's face! I'm your father, for 1 
have borne as much for thee, as your mother ever did. 

Mix. O ho! then this was a trick, it fegms-2-defign, a 
contrivance, a ftratagern-—oh ! how my bones Gs l 

Orp Mix. Your bones, ſirrah, why yours? 

Mix. Why, fir, han't 1 been beating my own: gecn and 
blood all this while > O madam, [to Oriana,] 1 wiſh your 
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ladyſhip joy of your new dignity. Here was a contrivance 
indeed. 

PzT. The contrivance was well enough, fir, for they 
impos'd upon us all, 

Min. Well, my dear Dulcinea, did your Don Quixot 
battle for you bravely ? my father will anſwer for the force 
of my love, 

On1. Pray, fir, don't inſult the misfortunes of your own 
creating. 

Dv M prudence will be counted cowardice, if I ſtand 
tamely naw. [Comes up between Mirabel and his ſiſter. ] 
Well, fir! 

Min. Well, fir ! do you take me for one of your tenants, 
fir, that you put on your landlord-face at me ? 

Doo. On what preſumption, fir, dare you aſſume thus 

[Draws. 

Miz. What's that to you, fir. [Draw 

PzT. Help, help, the lady faints, | 

[Oriana falls into her maid's arms, 

Mix. Vapours ! vapours ! ſhe'll come to herſelf; if it 
be an angry fit, a dram of Aſſa Fetida—if jealouſy, hart's. 
horn in water—if the mother, burnt feathers—if grief, 
Ratifia—if'it be ſtrait ſtays, or corns, there's nothing like z 
dram of plain brandy. (Exit. 

 On1, Hold off, give me air—0 my brother, wou'd you 
preſerve my life, endanger not your own; would you defend 
my reputation, — it to itſelf; 'tis a dear vindication 
that's purchas'd by the ſword z for tho? our champion prove 
victorious, yet our honour is wounded. 

Orp Mix. Ay, and your lover may be wounded, that's 
another thing. But I think you are pretty briſk again, m 
child. 
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Oz1, Ay, fir, my indiſpoſition was only a pretence to 
| givert the quarrel ; the capricious taſte of your lex, excuſes 
this artifice in ours. 
For often, when our chief perfections fail, 
Our chief defects with foolith men prevail. [Exit, 
PzT. Come, Mr. Dugard, take courage, there is a way 
ſill left to fetch bim again. 
OLD Mix. Sir, I'll have no plot that has any relation to 
Spain, 
Duc. I ſcorn all artifice whatſoever; my ſword ſhall do 
| ber juſtice, 
Pr. Pretty juſtice, truly! ſuppoſe you run him thro' 
the body; you run her thro" the heart at the ſame time. 
Orp Mix. And me thro' the head—rot your ſword, fir, 
we'll have plots ; come, Petit, let's hear. 
PzT, What if ſhe pretended to go into a nunnery, and 
ſo bring him about to declare himſelf ? 
Dude. That I muſt confeſs, has a face, 
OLp Mix. Face! a face like an angel, fir. Ad's my 
life, fir, *tis the moſt beautiful plot in Chriſtendom. We'N 
tout it immediately, [Excunt» 


SCENE, the Street. 


Duretete and Mirabel. 


Dux. [In a paſſion.] And tho” I can't dance, nor ſing, 
bor talk like you, yet I can fight, you know 1 2 ſir. 
Mix. 1 know thou can'ſt, man. 


wan alive make a jeſt of me - 

Mix. But I'll engage to make you amends, 

Don. Danc'd to death! beated like a bear! ridicul'd! 
threaten'd to be kick'd! confufion ! fir, you ſet me on and 
vill have ſatitfaction; all mankind will point at me, 


Dux. *Sdeath, fir, and 1 will: let me ſee the proudeft 
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MIX. [Afide.] I muſt give this thunderbolt ſome paſſage, 
or *twill break upon my own head=look'e, Duretete, what 
do theſe gentlemen laugh at ? 


Enter two gentlemen. 


Dou. At me to be ſure 
me ? 

1 Gen. You're miſtaken, fir, if we were merry we had 
a private reaſon, 

2 Gen, Sir, we don't know you. 

Dux. Sir, I'll make you know me; mark and obſerve 


fir, what made you laugh a; 


me, I won't be nam'd; it ſhan't be mention'd, not even 


whiſper'd in your prayers at Church, *Sdeath, fir, d'you 
imile ? | | 

1 Gen. Not I, upon my word. 

Dur, Why then, look grave as an owl in a barn, ora 
fryar with his crown a ſhaving. | 

Min. [Aſide to the Gent.] Don't be bully'd out of your 


humour, gentlemen; the fellow's mad, laugh at him, and 
I'II ſtand by you, 


: GenT. Igad and ſo we will. 

Bor H. Ha, ha, ha. 

Dus. Very pretty. [Draws.] She threaten'd to kick me. 
Ay, then, you dogs, I'll murder ye. 

[Fights, and beats them off, Mir. runs over to his fide. 

Mix. Ha, ha, ha, bravely done, Duretete, there you, had 
him, noble captain; hey, they run, they run, Victoria, 
ViQtoriz=ha, ha, ha,chow happy am I in an excellent 
friend! tell me of your virtuoſo's and-men of ſenſe, a par 
cel of ſour-fac'd ſplenetick rogues—a man of my, thin con 
aitution ſhou'd never want a fool in bis company: I don! 
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affect your fine things that improve the underſtanding, but 


hearty laughing to fatten my carcaſe: and in my conſcience, 
a man of lenſe is as melancholy without a coxcomb, as a 
lion without a jackall; he hunts for our diverſion, ſtarts 
game for our ſpleen, and perfeQly feeds us with pleaſure. 


I hate the man who makes acquaintance nice, 
And (till diſcreetly plagues me with advice; 
Who moves by caution, and mature delays, 
And mult give reaſons for whate'er he ſays. 
The man, indeed, whoſe converſe is fo full, 
Makes me attentive, but it makes me dull: 
Give me the careleſs rogue, who never thinks, 
That plays the fool as freely as he drinks. 

Not a buffoon, who is buffoon by trade, 

But one that nature, not his wants have made. 
Who ſtill is merry, but does ne?er deſign it: 
And ſtill is ridicul'd, but neꝰ er can find it. 
Who: when he's moſt in earneſt, is the beſt; 


And his moſt, grave expreſſion is.a jeſt. [Exit, | 


1 


SCENE, Old Mirabel's Houſe. 
Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 


Dus. HE lady abbeſs is my relation, and privy ta 
che plot: your ſos has been there, but had 


no admittance beyond the privilege of- the grate, and there 
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my ſiſter refus'd to ſee him. He went off more nettled at 
his repulſe, than I thought his gaiety cou'd admit, 

OLn Ms. Ay, ay, this nunnery will bring him about, 
I warrant you. 


Enter Duretete. 


Don. Here, where are ye all?—O! Mr. Mirabel, you 
have done fine things for your poſterity—And you, Mr. 
Dugard, may come to anſwer this—l come to deinand my 
friend at your hands; reſtore him, fir, or 

| To Old Mir, 

Orp Mix. Reſtore him! what d'you think I have him 
in my trunk or my pocket 

Dux. Sir, he's mad, and you're the cauſe on't. 

OLD. Mis, That may be; for | was as mad as he when 
I begot him. | 85 | 

Dus. Mad, fir! what d'you mean? 

Dus. What do you mean, fir, by ſhutting up your ſiſter 


yonder, to talk like a parrot thro' a cage? Or a decoy- 


duck, to draw others into the ſnare ? your ſon, fir, becauſe 
ſhe has deſerted him, he has forſakea the world; and in 
three words, ha 

OLD Mix. Hang'd himſelf ? 


Dux. The very ſame, turn'd fryar. 
OLD Mix. You lye, fir, 'tis ten times worſe, Bob 


turn'd fryar ! Why ſhould the fellow ſhave his fooliſh 
crown when the ſame razor may cut his throat ? 

Dun. If you have any command, or you any intereſt 
over him, loſe not a minute. He has thrown himſelf into 
the next monaſtery, and has ordered me to pay off hit 


ſervants, and diſcharge his equipage. 
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Orp Min. Let me alone to ferit him out; I'll ſacrifice 
the abbot, if he receives him z l' try whether the ſpiritual 
or natural father has the moſt right to the child, —But, 
dear captain, what has he done with his eſtate ? 

Dus, Settled it upon the church, fir. 

OLp Miz. The church | Nay, then the devil won't get 
lum out of their clutches—Ten thouſand livres a year upon 
the church! 'Tis downright ſacrilege Come, gentle- 
men, all hands to work ; for half that ſum one of theſe 
monaſteries ſhall protect you a traytor from the law, a 
rehellious wife from her huſband, and a diſobedient for 


from his own father. | Exit. 
Duc, But will you perſuade me that he's gone to & 
monaſtery ? 


Dor, ls your ſiſter gone to the Filles Repentiex? I tell 
you, fir, ſhe's not fit for the ſociety of repenting maids. 
Duc. Why fo, fir? 
Dug. Becauſe ſhe's neither one nor t'ther; ſhe's too 
old to be a maid, and too young to repent. 
[Exit; Dug. after him. 


SCENE, the inſide of a monaſtery; Oriana in a nun's 
habit; Biſarre. 


Ox1. I hope, Biſarre, there is no harm in jeſting with 
this religious habit. 
Bis. To me, the greateſt jeſt in the habit, is taking it 


in earneſt: I don't underſtand this impriſoning people 


with the keys of Paradiſe, nor the merit of that virtue 
which comes by conitraint——Beſides, we may own to 
one another, that we are in the worſt company when 
among ourſelves ; for our private thoughts run us into thoſe 
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deſires, which our pride reſiſts from the attacks of the 
world; and, you may remember, the firſt woman met the 
devit when the retir'd from her man. 

OR. But I'm reconcil'd, methinks, to the mortification 
of a nunnery ; becauſe I fancy the habit becomes me. 

Bis. A well-coatriv'd mortification, truly, that makes 2 
woman look ten times handſomer than ſhe did before !— 
Ay, my dear, were there any religion in becoming dreſs, 
our ſex's devotion were rightly plac'd; for our toylets 
wou'd do the work of the altar; we ſhou'd all be ca- 
noniz d. 

Ox1, But don't you think there is a great deal of merit 
in dedicating a beautiful face and perſan to the ſervice of 
religion, 

Bis. Not half ſo much, as devoting em to. a pretty 
fellow: if our feminality bad no buſineſs in this world, 
why was it ſent hither ? Let us dedicate, our beautiful 
minds to the ſervice. of heaven. And for cur handſome 
perſons, they become a box at the play, as well as a pev 
in the church. 

Ost. But the viciſſitude of fortune, the inconſtancy of 
man, with other diſappointments of life, require ſome 
place of religion, for a refuge from their perſecution, 

Bis. Ha, ha, ha, and do you think there is any devotion 
in a fellow's going to church, when he takes it only for a 
ſanctuary? Don't you know that religion conſiſts in charity 
with all mankigd ; and that you ſhould never think of being 
friends with heaven, till you have quarrell'd with all the 
world, Come, come, mind your buſineſs, Mirabel loves 
you, "tis now plain, and hold him to't; give freſh orders 
that he ſhan't ſee you: We get more by hiding our faces 
ſometimes, than by expoſing them; a very maſk, you lee, 


_—_— . DT cc i — 


Tur WAY TO WIN HIM. 49 


whets deſire; but a pair of keen eyes thro' an iron grate, 
fire double upon em, with view and diſguiſe. But I muſt 
be gone upon my affairs, I have brought my captain about 
again, 

But why will you trouble yourſelf with that 
coxcomb ? 

Bis. Prcauſe he is a coxcomb; had I not better have 
a lover like him, that I can make an aſs of, than a lover 
like yours, to make a fool of me. [Knocking below.] 
A meſſage from Mirabel ['ll lay my life. [She runs to the 
door.] Come hither, run, thou charming nun, come 
hither, 

Ox. What's the news? [Runs to her. 

Bis. Don't you ſee who's below? 

Ox1. I ſee no body but a fryar. 

Bis. Ah! thou poor blind Cupid! O' my conſcience, 
theſe hearts of ours fpoil our heads inſtantly ! the fellows 
no ſooner turn knaves, than we turn fools. A fryar ! don't 
you ſee a villainous genteel mien under that cloak of 
hypocriſy, the looſe careleſs air of a tall rakehelly fellow ? 

OI. As | live Mirabel turn'd fryar ! I hope, in heaven, 
he's not in earneſt, 

Bis. In earneſt : Ha, ha, ha, are you in earneſt ? Now's 
your time; this diſguiſe has he certainly taken for a paſſ- 
port, to get in and try your reſolutions ; ſlick to your habit 
to be ſure; treat him with diſdain, rather than anger; 
for pride becomes us more than paſſion : remember what 1 
ſay, if you wou'd yield to advantage, and hold out the 
attack; to draw him on, keep him off to be (ure. 

The cunning gameſters never gain too faſt, 

But loſe at firſt, to win the more at laſt. Exit, 
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O&z1, His coming puts me iato ſome an bigyity, I don't 
know how; I don't fear him, but I miſtruſt my!elf; 
wou'd he were not come, yet I wou'd not have him gone 
neither; I'm afraid to talk with him, but | love to ſee him 
tho?, 

What a ſtrange power has this fantaſtick fire, 

That makes us diead even what we moſt deſire | 


Enter Mirabel in a fryar's habit. 


Mix. Save you, fiſter—Your brother, young lady, 
having a regard for your ſoul's health, has ſent me to pre- 
pare you for that ſacred habit by confeſſion. 

Ox 1. That's falſe, the cloven foot already. [ Aſide.] My 
brother's care | own; and to you, ſacred fir, I confels, 
that the great crying ſin which 1 have long indulg'd, and 
now prepare to expiate, was love, My morning thoughts, 
my evening prayers, my daily muſings, nightly cares, 
was love | My preſent peace, my future bliſs, the joy of 
earth and hopes of heaven ! | all contemn'd for love 

Mir. She's downright ſtark mad in earneſt; death and 
confuſion I have loſt her! [Afide.] Vou confeſs your 
fault, madam, in ſuch moving terms, that I could almoſt 
be in love with the fin. 

Ox1. Take care, fir; crimes, like virtues, are their 
own rewards; my chief delight became my only grief; 
be in whoſe breaſt I thought my heart ſecure, turn'd robber, 
and deſpoil'd the treaſure that he kept, 

Mix. Perhaps that treaſure he eſteems ſo much, that 
like the miſer, tho* afraid to uſe it, he reſerves it ſafe, 

Oni. No, holy father; who can be miſer of another": 
wealth that's procigal of his own ? His hea:t was open» 
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Har'd to all he knew, and what, alas! muſt then become 
of mine? But the ſame eyes that drew this paſſion in, 
ſhall ſend it out in tears, to which now hear my vow— 

Mis. [Diſcovering himſelf.] No, my fair angel, but let 
me repent ; here on my knees behold the criminal, that 
vows repentance his. Ha! no concern upon her ! 

Oz1. This turn is odd, and the time has been, that ſuch 
a ſudden change would have ſurpriz'd me into ſome con- 
ſuſion. 

Minz. Reſtore that happy time, for I am now return'd 
to myſelf, for I want but pardon to deſerve your favour, 
and here Ill fix till you relent and give it. 

Ox1. Groveling, ſordid man; why wou'd you act a 


| thing to make you kneel ; monarch in your pleaſures to be 


live to your faults ? Are all the conqueſts of your wan- 
dring ſway, your wit, yuur humour, fortune, all reduc'd 
to the baſe cringing of a bended knee? ſervile and poor! 
Pray heaven this change be real, [ Aſide. 

Mix. I come not here to jultify my fault but my ſub- 
wiflion ; for tho" there be a meanneſs in this humble poſ- 
ture, tis nobler (till to bend when juſtice calls, than to 


| refit conviction. 


Ori. No more—thy oft repeated violated words, re- 
proach my weak belief; 'tis the ſevereſt calumny to hear 
thee ſpeak ; that humble poſture which once could raiſe, 
now mortifies my pride; how can'ſt thou hope for pardoa 
from one that you affront by aſking it ? 

Mix. [Riſes.] In my own canſe I'll plead no more, but 
give me leave to intercede for you agziaſt the hard injunc- 
tion of that habit, which for my fault you wear. 

Out. Surpriſing, inſolence! my greateſt foe pretends 
to give me couaſel; but 1 am too warm upon ſo cool a 
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ſubject. My reſolutions, fir, are fix d but as our heart; 


were united with the ceremony of our eyes, fo | ſhall ſpar 


ſome tears to the ſeparation, . That's all; fare- 


wel. 
Mix. And muſt I loſe: her? No. [Runs and catches 


her.] Since all my prayers are vain, I'll. uſe the noble 
argument of man, and force you to the juſtice you refule; 
you're mine by pre · contract; and where's the vow { 
ſacred to diſannul another? I'll urge my love, your oath, 
and plead my cauſe gaiaſt. all monaſtick ſhifts upon tHe 
earth, 

Or1, Unhand me, rawiſher ! Wou'd yon profane the{: 
holy walls with violence ? Revenge for all my paſt diſgiace 
now offers, thy. life ſhou'd. anſwer this, wou'd I provake 
the law : urge me no farther, but be gone. 

Mix. Inexorable woman, let me kneel again, [Kneelz 


Enter Old Mirabel, 


OLD Mix. Where, . where's this counterfeit nun? 
Ox l. Madneſs! Confuſion! I'm ruined ! 
Mix. What do I.hear ? [Puts on his hood, } What di 
you ſay, fir? 
Orp Mix. I ſay ſhe's a counterfeit, and you may be 
another, for aught I know, fir; I have loſt my child by 
« thele tricks, fir, 
Mx =. What tricks, fir ? 
OLD Mix. By a pretended trick, fir. A contrivance te 
© bring my fon to reaſon, and it has made him ſtark mad; | 
have loft him and a thou;and pound a year, | 
Mis, [Diſcovering himſelf.] My dear . father, I'm your 
moſt humble ſervant, 
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come ex inferis, my dear boy, tis all a trick, ſhe's no more 


a nun than I am. 
Mik. No! 
OLD Mis. The devil a bit. 
Mir, Then kiſs me again, my dear dad, for the moſt 


happy news.—And now, moſt venerable holy ſiſter. 
[Kaneels, 


— 


Your mercy and your pardon I implore, 
For the offence of aſking it before. 


| Look'e my dear counterfeiting nun, take my advice, be a 
* nun in good earneſt ; Women make the beſt nuns always 


when they can't do otherwiſe. Ah, my dear father, there 


is a merit in your ſon's behaviour that you little think; the 
| free deportment of ſuch fellows as I, makes more ladies 
religious, than all the pulpits in France. 


Ox1. O] fir, how unhappily have you deſtroy'd what 


| was ſo near perfection ! He is the counterfeit that has 
| deceiv'd you. 


Orp Mix. Ha! Look'e, fir, I recant, ſhe is a nun. 
Mix. Sir, your humble ſervant, then I'm a fryar this 


moment. 


OLD Mik. Was ever an old fool ſo bantered by a brace 
d'young ones; hang you both, you're both counterfeits, 
and my plot's ſpoil'd, that's all, 

Ox1. Shame and confuſion, love, anger, and diſappoint- 
ment, will work my brains to madneſs. 

[Throwwoff her habit. Exit. 

Mix. Ay, ay, throw by. the rags, they have ſerv'd a 
turn for us both, .and they ſhall e'en go off together. 

[Takes off his habit. 
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Thus the ſick wretch, when tortur'd by his pain, 
And finding all eſſays for life are vain; 
When the phyſician can no more deſign, 
Then calls the other doctor, the divine, 
What vows to heaven, wou'd heaven reſtore his health; 
Vows all to heaven, his thoughts, his actions, wealth: 
But if reſtor'd to vigour as before, 
His health refuſes what his ſickneſs ſwore, 
The body is no ſooner rais'd and well, 
But the weak foul relapſes into ill; 
To all its former ſwing of life is led, 
And leaves its vows and promiſes in bed, 
[ Exit, throwing away the habit, 


SCENE changes to Old Mirabel's Houſe : Duretete 
with a letter. 


Dun. [Reads] 
Y rudeneſs was only a proof of your humour, 
which I have found ſo agreeable, that 1 own 
myſelf penitent, and willing to make any reparation upon 


your firſt appearance to | 
BISARRE | 


Mirabel ſwears ſhe loves me, and this confirms it: then ind 
farewel gallantry, and welcome revenge; tis my turn nov WF * 7 


to be upon the ſublime, I'll take her off, I warraat her. E 
L 

Enter Biſarre. B 

D 


Well Miſtreſs do you love me ? 
Bis. I hope, fir, you will pardon the modeſty of 
Dux, Of what? of 2 dancing devil-Do you love mt, 1 
lay. 
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Bis. Perhaps J 

Dur. What? 

B1s, Perhaps I do not. 

Dus, Ha! abus'd again! Death, woman, I'll — 

Bis. Hold, hold, I do, I do! 

Dux. Confirm it then by your obedience, ſtand there 3 
and ogle me now, as if your heart, blood, and ſoul were 


like to fly out at your eyes—Firſt, the direct ſurprize, 


E [She looks full upon him.] Right; next the deux yeux par 
| oblique. [She gives him the ſide glance.] Right; now de- 
part and Janguiſh. [She turns from him, and looks over her 
| ſboulder,] Very well; now ſigh. [She ſighs.] Now drop 
your fan a purpoſe. [She drops her fan.) Now take it up 
again: come now, confeſs your faults, are not you a proud, 
| ſay after me. 
Bis. Proud, 
Don. Impertinent. 
BIS. Impertinent, 
Dur. Ridiculous, 
Bis. Ridiculous, 
Dus. Flurt. 
Bis. Puppy. 
Dus, Zoons! Woman, don't provoke me, we are alone, 
ind you don't know but the devil may tempt me to do you 
z miſchief ; aſk my pardon immediately. 


. Bis, Ido fir, I only miſtook the word. 
Dux. Cry then; ha'you got e'er a handkerchief ? 
Bis. Ves, ſir. 


Don. Cry then, handſomely; cry like a queen in a 
tragedy, [She pretending to cry, burfts out a laughing, and 
enters two ladies laughing. 
Bis. Ha, ha, ha. . 
8 2 


— 
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LADIES Bor R. Ha, ha, ha. 

Dux. Hell broke loſe upon me, and all the furies 
flutter'd about my ears! betray'd again! 

Bis. That you are upon my word, my dear captain; 
ha, ha, ha, 

Dun. The lord deliver me. 

i Lavy, What! is this the mighty man with the bull. 
face that comes to frighten ladies? I long to ſee him 
angry : come begin, 

Dur. Ah, madam, I'm the beſt natur'd fellow in the 
world, 

2 LADñB Y. A man! we're miſtaken, a man has manners; 
the auk ward creature is ſome tinker's trull in a perriwig. 

Bis. Come, ladies, let's examine him. 

[They lay hold on him. 

Dun. Examine ! the devil you will! 

Bis, I'll lay my life, ſome great dairy-maid in man's 


cloaths, f. 
Don. They will do it ;—look'e, dear chriſtian women, g 
pray hear me. 
Bis, Will you ever attempt a lady's honour again? 4 
Dur. If you pleaſe to let me go away with my honour, * 
I'd do any thing in the world. , 
Bis. Will you perſuade your friend to marry mine? - 


Dus. O, yes to be ſure. 
Bis. And will you do the ſame by me? 10 
Dun. Burn me if I do, if the coaſt be clear. 
Tx [Runs out, 
BIS. Ha, ha, ha, the viſit, ladies, was critical for our 
diverſion 3 we'll go make an end of our tea. [Exeuot, 


M, 
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Enter Mirabel and Old Mirabel. 


Mink. Your patience, fir, I tell you I won't marry; and 
tho* you ſend all the biſhops in France to perſuade me, I 
ſhall never believe their doctrine againſt their practice. 

OLD Mis. But will you diſobey your father, fir ? 

Mix. Would my father have his youthful ſon lie lazing 
here, bound to a wife, chain'd like a monkey to make ſport 
to a woman, ſubject to her whims, humours, longings, 
vapours and caprices, to have her one day pleaſed, to- 
morrow peeviſh, the next day mad, the fourth rebellious ; 
and nothing but this ſucceſſion of impertinence for 
ages together, Be merciful, fir, to your own fleſh and 
blood, 

OLp Mik. But, fir, did not I bear all this, why ſhould 
not you. 

Mix. Then you think, that marriage, like treaſon, 
ſhould attaint the whole body; pray conſider, fir, is it 
reaſonable becauſe you throw yourſelf down from one 
ſtory, that I muſt caſt myſelf headlong from the garret 
window ? You wou'd compel me to that ſtate, which I 
have heard you curſe yourſelf, when my mother and you 
have battl'd it for a whole week together, 

Orp Mis. Never but once, you rogue, and that was 
when ſhe long'd for fix Flanders Mares: Ay, fir, then ſhe 


was breeding of you, which ſhew'd what an expenſive dog 


| ſhould have of you. 


Enter Petit, 
Well, Petit, how does ſhe now ? 
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PzT, Mad, fir, con Pompos. Ay, Mr. Mirabel, you'll 
believe that I ſpeak truth, now when I confeſs that I have 
told you hitherto nothing but yes; our jeſting is come to 
ſad earneſt, ſhe's downright diſtracted, 


Enter Biſarre. 


Bis. Where is this mighty victor—the great exploit is 
done; go triumph in the glory of your conqueſt, inhuman, 
barbarous man! O! fir, [To the old gentleman.) you! 
wretched ward has found a tender guardian of you, where 
her young innocence expected protection, there has ſhe found 
her ruin. 

OLD Mis. Ay, the fault is mine, for I believe tha 
rogue won't marry, for fear of begetting ſuch another 
diſobedient ſon as his father did. I have done all J can 
madam, and now can do no more than run mad for com- 
pany. [Cries 


Enter Dugard with his Sword drawn. 


Duos. Away! revenge! revenge 

OLD Mix. Patience, patience, fir. 

[Old Mirabel holds him. 
Bob, draw. [ Aſide, 

Du o. Patience, the coward's virtue, and the brave man's 
failing, when thus provok'd—villain ! 

MIR. Your ſiſter's frenzy ſhall excuſe your madneſs; and 
to ſhow my concern for what ſhe ſuffers, I'Il bear the villain 
from her brother — put up your anger with your ſword; | 
have a heart like yours, that ſwells at an affront receiv'd, 
but melts at an injury giv'n; and if the lovely Orianz 
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grief be ſuch a moving ſcene, twill find a part within this 
breaſt, perhaps as tender as a brother's, 

Dv Gs. Lo prove that ſoft compaſſion for her grief, endex- 
your to remove it.— There, there, behold an object that's 
infective; I cannot view her, but I'm as mad as ſhe, ¶ Enter 
Oriana mad, held by two maids, who put her in a chair.] 
A ſiſter, that my dying parents left, with their laſt words 
and blefling to my care. Siſter, deareſt ſiſter. 


[Goes to her. 
, & OLD Mix. Ay, poor child, poor child, d'ye know me? 
on. You! you are Amadis de Gaul, ſir;—oh ! oh my 


heart ! were you never in'love, fair lady ? and do you never 
dream of flowers and gardens ?—l dream of walking fires, 
| and tall gigantick fights. Take heed, it comes now==what's 
that ? pray ſtand away: I have ſeen that face ſure. How. 
light my head is! 

Mix. What piercing charms has beauty, even in mad» 
| neſs | theſe ſudden ſtarts of undigeſted words ſhcot thro! 
my ſoul, with more perſuaſive force than all the ſtudy'd art 
of labour'd eloquence. Come, madam, try to repole a 
little, 

Ost. I cannot; for I muſt be up to go to Church, and 1 
muſt dreſs me, put on my new gown, and be ſo fine, to 
meet my love, Hey ho !-=will not you tell me where my 
deart lies bury'd ? 

Mis. My very foul is touch'd=your hand, my fair. 

Oni. How ſoft and gentle you feel? I'll tell you your 
fortune, friend. 

Mix. How ſhe ſtares upon me! f 

Ont, You have a flattering face; but 'tis 4 fine one 
==] warrant you have five hundred miſtreſſe a5, te 
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be ſure, a miſtreſs for every guinea in his pocket - will you 
pray for me? I ſhall die to-morrow—and will you ring my 
paſſing bell? 

MIR. O woman, woman, of artifice created! whoſe 
nature, even diſtracted, has a cunning : in vain let man his 
ſenſe, his learning boaſt, when woman's madneſs over-rules 
his reaſon, Do you know me, injur'd creature? 

Ox 1, No,—but you ſhall be my intimate acquaintance= 
in the grave. IWeepe. 

Mi. Oh tears, I muſt believe you; ſure there's a kind 
of ſympathy in madneſs; for, even I, obdurate as I am, do 
feel my ſoul ſo toſs d with ſtorms of paſſion, that I could cry 
for help as well as ſhe, —— [Wipes his eyes. 

Ox1. What have you loſt your lover? no, you mock me; 
I'll go home and pray. 

Mix. Stay, my fair innocence, aad hear me own my love 
ſo loud, that I may call your ſenſes to their place, reſtore 
em to their charming happy functions, and reinſtate myſelſ 
into your favour, 

Bis. Let her alone, fir, 'tis all too late; ſhe tremblez, 
hold her, her fits grow ſtronger by her talking; don't 
trouble her, ſhe don't know you, fir, 

OLD Mix. Not know him! what then? ſhe loves to ſe: 
him for all that. 


Eater Duretete, 


Dun. Where are you all? what the devil! melancholy, 
and I here ! are ye ſad and ſuch a ridiculous ſubject, ſuch 
very good teſt among you as I am? 


holy, 
ich! 
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Mir. Away with this impertinence; this is no place 


for Bagatelle: I have murder'd my honour, deſtroy'd a 


lady, and my deſire of reparation is come at length too late: 
ſee there. 

Dus. What ails her? 

Mix. Alas, ſhe's mad, 

Dus. Mad! doſt wonder at that? by this light, they" re 
all ſo; they're cozening mad; they're brawling mad; they're 
proud mad. I juſt now came from a whole world of mad 
women, that nad almoſt—what, is ſhe dead ? 

Mix. Dead! Heav*ns forbid, 


Dus, Heay'ns further it; for 'till they be cold as a key, 


there's no truſting them; you're never ſure that a woman's 
in earneſt, till ſhe is nail'd in her coffin. Shall I talk to 
her? are you mad, miſtreſs? 

Bis. What's that to you, fir, 


Dur. Oons, madam, are you there? [Runs off, 
Mix. Away, thou wild buffoon; how poor and mean 
this humour now appears ! his follies and my own I here 
| diſclaim. This lady's frenzy has reſtor'd my ſenſes, and 
was ſhe perfect now, as once ſhe was (before you all I ſpeak 
it) ſhe ſhou'd be mine, and as ſhe is, my tears and prayers 


ſhall wed her. 


Duo. How happy had this declaration been ſome hours 


ago ? 


Bis. Sir, ſhe beckons to you and waves us to go off; 
come, come let's leave em. [Ex. omnes, but Mir. and Ori. 


Oz 1, Oh, ſir. 


Mix. Speak, my charming ange], if your dear ſenſes 
have regain'd their order; ſpeak, fair, and bleſs me with 


the news, 


62 Tus INCONSTANT: on, 


On 1. Firſt, let me bleſs the cunning of my ſex, that 
happy counterfeited frenzy that has reſtor'd to my poor 
labouring breaſt, the deareſt, beſt belov'd of men. 

Min. Tune all ye ſpheres, your inſtruments of joy, 
and carry round your ſpacious orbs, the happy ſound of 
Oriana's health; her ſoul, whoſe harmony was next to 
yours, is now in tune again; the counterfeiting fair ha 
play'd the fool. 

She was ſo mad to counterfeit for me; 

I was ſo mad to pawn my liberty: 

But now we both are well, and both are free! 

Oni. How, fir, free! 

Mis. As air, my dear Bedlamite ; what, marry a luna- 
tick ! look you, my dear, you have counterfeited madneſs 
ſo very well this bout, that you'll be apt to play the fool 
all your life long—here, gentlemen. 

Or1. Monſter! you won't diſgrace me, 

Mix. O' my faith, but I will; here, come in, gentle- 
men miracle! a miracle] the woman's diſpoſleſs'd the 
devil's vaniſh'd, 


Enter Old Mirabel, and Dugard. 


OLD Mix. Bleſs us, was ſhe poſſeſs'd? 

Mix. With the worſt of Demons, fir, a marriage-devil, 
a horrid devil. Mr. Dugard, don't be ſurpriz'd, I promis'd 
my endeavours to cure your ſiſter; no mad Doctor in 
Chriſtendom could have done it more effectually. Take 
her into your charge; and have a care ſhe don't relapſe; if 
ſhe ſhould, employ me not again, for I am no more infalli- 
ble than others of the faculty; I do cure ſometimes, 
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Ox 1. Your remedy, moſt barbarous man, will prove the 
greateſt poiſon to my health; for tho* my former frenzy 
was but counterfeit, I now ſhall run into a real madneſs, 

[Exit, Old Mir. after. 

DvG. This was a turn beyond my knowledge; I'm fo 
confus'd, I know not how to reient it. [Exit, 

Mix. What a dangerous precipice have I *ſcap'd ? was 
not I juſt now upon the brink of deſtiuction. 


Enter Duretete, 


O my friend let me run into thy boſom ; no lark eſcap'd 
from the devouring pounces of a hawk, quakes with more 
diſmal apprehenſion, 

Dur, The matter, man! 

Mix. Marriage, hanging, I was juſt at the gallows-foot ; 
the running nooſe about my neck, and the car wheeling from 


| me,— oh—l[ ſhan't be myſelf this month again. 


Dux. Did not I tell you ſo? they are all alike, ſaints or 
devils; their counterſeiting can't be reputed a deceit z foy 
tis the nature of the ſex, not their contrivance. 

Mix. Ay, ay: there's no living here with ſecurity; this 
bouſe is ſo full of ſtratagem and deſign, that I muſt abroad 
again, 

Dug. With all my heart, I'll bear thee company, my 
lad; I'll meet you at the play; and we'll ſet out for Italy 
to-morrow morn ing. 

Mix. A match: I'll go pay my . of leave to 
my father preſently. 

Dux, I'm afraid he'll top you. 

Mix. What! pretend a command over me after his ſet- 
lement of a thouſand pound a year upon me |! no, no, he 


4 — — 2 — — 


| 
| 


64 Tux INCONSTANT: en, 


has paſs'd away his authority with the conveyance ; the will 
of a living father is chiefly obey'd for the ſake of the dying 
one, 


What makes the world attend and croud the great ? 
Hopes, intereſt, and dependance, make their ſtate : 
Behold the anti-chamber fill'd with beaux, 

A horſe's levee throng'd with courtly crows, 

Tho grumbling ſubjects make the crown their ſport, 
Hopes of a place will bring the ſparks to court, 
Dependance, ev'n a father's ſway ſecures, 

For tho* the ſon rebels, the heir is yours, 


" Ye. Wt a. £ 
SCENE, the Street before the Play houſe. 


Mirabel and Duretete as coming from the Play. 


Dus. OW d'ye like this play? 
Mix. I lik'd the company; the lady, the rich 


Beauty in the front-box had my attention : theſe impudent 
poets bring the ladies together, to ſupport them, and to kill 
every body elſe, 


For death's upon the ſtage the ladies cry 

But ne'er mind us that in the audience die : 

The poet's hero ſhould not move their pain, 

But they ſhou'd weep for thoſe their eyes have ſlais. 


Dus. Hoity, toity ; did Phillis inſpire you with all this! 
Mix. Ten times more; the play-houſe is the element of 
poetry, becauſe the region of beauty; the ladies, methinks, 


Kill 
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t ol 
ale, 


Tuz WAY TO WIN HIM. 65 


have a more inſpiring triumphant air in the boxes than any 
where elſe, they fit commanding on their thrones with all 
their ſubject ſlaves about them: their beſt cloaths, beſt looks, 
ſhining jewels, ſparkling eyes, the treaſure of the world in 
a ring, Then there's ſuch a hurry of pl-aſure to tranſport 
us; the buſtle, noiſe, gallantry, equipage, garters, feathers, 


* wigs, bows, ſmiles, ogles, love, muſick, and applauſe: I 


could wiſh that my whole life long were the firſt night of a 
new play. 

Dus. The fellow has quite forgot this journey; have 
you beſpoke poſt-horſes ? 

Mix. Grant me but three days, dear captain, one to diſ- 
cover the lady, one to unfold myſelf, and one to make me 
happy; and then I'm yours to the world's end. 

Dex. Haſt thou the impudence to promiſe thyſelf a lady 


of her figure and quality in ſo ſhort a time ? 


Mis. Yes, fir 


I have a confident addreſs, no diſa- 


| greeable perſon, and five hundred Louis d'Ors in my 


pocket, 
Dux. Five hundred Louis d'Ors ! you an't mad? 


Mix. I tell you, ſhe's worth five thouſand ; one of her 
black brilliant eyes is worth a diamond as big as her head. 
| compar'd her necklace with her looks, and the living 
jewels out-ſparkle the dead ones by a million. 

Don. But you have own'd to me, that abating Oriana's 
pretenſions to marriage, you lov'd her paſſionately; then 
how can you wander at this rate ? | 

Mix. I long'd for a partridge t'other day off the king's 
plate, but d'ye think, becauſe I cou'd not have it, I muſt 
eat nothing. 


— 
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Dun. Prithee, Mirabel, be quiet; you may remembe, 
what narrow ſcapes you have had abroad by following 
ſtrangers; you forget your leap out of the courteſan's win 
dow at Bologna, to ſave your fine ring there. 

Mix. my ring's a trifle, there's nothing we poſſeſs com- 


parable to what we deſire—be ſhy of a lady bare · fac'd in 


the front-box with a thouſand pound in jewels about her 
neck ! for ſhame, no more. 


Enter Oriana in Boy's Cloaths with a Letter, 


Ost. Is your name, Mirabel, fir ? 
Mix. Yes, fir. 
Oxr1. A letter from your uncle in Picardy. 
[Gives the letter, 
Mix. [Reads.] 
H E bearer is the ſon of a proteſtant gentleman, who 
flying for his religion, left me the charge of this 
youth. [a pretty boy.] He's fond of ſome handſome ſervice 
that may afford him opportunity of improvement; your care 
of him will oblige Yours. 


Has't a mind to travel, child ? 

Ox1. Tis my defire, fir; I ſhould be pleas'd to ſerve 4 
traveller in any capacity. 

Mix. A hopeful inclination ; you ſhall along with me inty 
Italy, as my page. 

Dus. I don't think it ſafe ; the rogue's [Noiſe without.) 
too handſome—the play's done, and ſome of the ladies come 
this way. 


Enter Lamorce, with her Train born up by a Page. 
M1s, Duretete, the very dear, identical ſhe. 
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Dor, And what then? 

Miz, Why 'tis ſhe. 

Dus. And what then, fir ? 

Mix. Then! why,—look'e, firrah, the firſt piece of 
ſervice J put upon you, is to follow that lady's coach, and 


bring me word where ſhe lives, [To Oriana. 
Ox1, I don't know the town, fir, and am afraid of loſing 
myſelf. 


Mix. Pſhaw! 

Lam, Page, what's become of all my people? 

Pace. I can't tell, madam, I can ſee no fign of your 
ladyſhip's coach. 

Lam. That fellow is got into his old pranks, and fall'n 
drunk ſomewhere ; none of the footmen there? 

PAGE. Not one, adam. 

Lau. Theſe ſervants are the plague of our lives, what 
hall I do ? 

Mix. By all my hopes, fortune pimps for me; now Du- 
retete for a piece of gallantry. 

Dun, Why, you won't ſure ? 

Mia. Won't, brute! let not your ſervants negle& ma- 
dam, put your ladyſhip to any inconvenience, for you can't 
be diſappointed of an equipage whilſt mine waits below; 
and wou'd you honour the maſter ſo far, he wou'd be proud 
to pay his attendance. 

Dun, Ay, to be ſure. [Aſide-.. 

Lau. Sir, I won't preſume to be troubleſome, for my 
habitation is a great way off. 

Dun. Very true, madam, and he's a little engag'd ; 
deſides, madam, a hackney-coach will do as well, ma. 
tam. 
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Mix. Rude beaſt, be quiet! [to Duretete.] the farther 
from home, madam, the more occaſion you have for 
guard—pray, Mmadam— 

Lam. Lard, fir. 

[He ſeems to preſs, ſhe to decline it in dumb ſhey, 

Don. Ah! the devil's in his impudence; now he whee- 
dles, ſhe ſmiles; he flatters, ſhe ſimpers; he ſwears, ſhe 
believes; he's a rogue, and ſhe's a w. in a moment, 

Mix. Without there, my coach; Duretete, wiſh me 
Joy. [Hands the lady out: 

Dus. Wiſh you a ſurgeon! here, you little Picard, go 
follow your maſter and he'll lead you 

Ox. Whither, fir ? 

Dur. To the academy, child: 'tis the faſhion with men 
of quality to teach their pages their exerciſes—go, 

Or1. Won't you go with him too, fir ; that woman may 
do him ſome harm, I don't like her. 

Dur. Why, how now, Mr. Page, do you ſtart up to 
give laws of a ſudden ; do you pretend to riſe at court, and 
diſapprove the pleaſure of your betters: look'e, firrah, if 
ever you would riſe by a great man, be ſure to be with him in 
his little actions, and, as a ſtep to your advancement, follow 
your maſter immediately, and make it your hope that he 
goes to a bawdy-houſe. 

Ox. Heav*ns forbid, [Exit, 

Dux. Now wou'd I ſooner take a cart in company of 
the hangman, than a coach with that woman: what 4 
ſtrange antipathy have I taken againſt theſe creatures; 4 
woman to me is averſion upon averſion, a cheeſe, a cat, 4 
breaſt of mutton, the ſqueeling of children, the grinding 
ef knives, and the ſnuff of a candle. 


Tuz WAY TO WIN HIM, 69 


SCENE, a handſome Apartment, 
Enter Mirabel and Lamorce. 


Lam. To convince me, fir, that your ſervice was ſome- 
thing more than good breeding, pleale to lay out an hour of 
your company upon my defire as you have already upon my 
neceſſit y. 

Mia. Your deſire, madam, has only prevented my 
requeſt: my hours! make em yours, madam, cleven, 
twelve, one, two, three, and all that belong to thoſe happy 
minutes. 

Lam. But I muſt trouble you, fir, to diſmiſs your retinue, 
becauſe an equipage at my door, at this time of night, will 
not be conſiſtent with my reputation. 

Mix. By all means, madam, all but one little boy—— 
here, page, order my coach and ſervants home, and do 
you ſtay ; tis a fooliſh country boy, that knows nothing but 
Innocence. 

Lam. Innocence, fir! I ſhou'd be ſorry if you made any 
lniſter conſtructions of my freedom. 

Mix. O madam, I muſt not pretend to remark upon any 
body's freedom, having ſo entirely forfeited my own. 

Lau. Well, fir, twere convenient towards our eaſy cor- 
eſpondence, that we enter'd into a free confidence of each 
ther, by a mutual declaration of what we are, and what 
ve think of one another.<Now, fir, what are you? : 
Mis. In three words, madam,——l am a gentleman, I 
we five hundred pound, in my pocket, and a clean ſhirt 
n. 


Vor, II. | H 


: A — 
© * — - 
— — ——— * 
— —— — ow * 
— 


70 Tux INCONSTANT: os, 


Lam. And your name is 
Mik. Muſtapha,-Now, madam, the inventory of you? 
fortune, 
Lam. My name is Lamorce; my birth noble; I wx 
marry'd young, to a proud, rude, ſullen, imperious fellow; 
the huſband ſpoiled the gentleman; crying ruin'd my face, 
till at laſt I took heart, Jeap'd out of a window, got away 
to my friends, ſu'd my tyrant, and recover'd my fortune 
I liv'd from fifteen to twenty to pleaſe my huſband, from | 
twenty to forty I'm reſolv d to pleaſe a ſelf, and from thence WW i 


upwards I'll humour the world. a 
Mix. The 2. wild notes of a bird broke out a ſ 
its cage ! te 


Lam. I mark'd you at the play, and ſomething I faw af 
a well-furniſh'd, careleſs, agreeable tour about you, Me- 
thought your eyes made their mannerly demands with ſuck 
an arch modeſty, that I don't know how but I'm elop'd 
Ha, ha, ha, I'm elop'd. 

Mix. Ha, ha, ha, I rejoice in your good fortune with 


all my heart. Shi 
Lam. O, now I thinle on't, Mr. Muſtapha, you have gt mu 
the fineſt ring there, I cou'd ſcarcely believe it right, pry WF ſen 
let me ſee it. thre 
Mix. Hum! yes, madam, *tis rigſht—but, but, but, but, but 

it was giv'n me by my mother, an old family ring, madam, mad 
an old faſhion'd family-ring. L 
LAM. Ay, fir—if you can entertain yourſelf w.th « ſoc; V 
for a moment I'll wait on you, come ia there. moſt 
ohedi 
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Enter Singers. 


Call what you pleaſe, fir. 
Mir. The new ſong—prithee, Phyllis, &c. 


SONG. 


Certainly the ſtars have been in a ſtrange intriguing humonr 
when | was born,-Ay, this night ſhou'd I have had a bride 
in my arms, and that I ſhou'd like well enough; but what 


| ſhou'd I have to-morrow night ? the ſame. And what next 


night? the ſame; and what next night ? the very ſame : 
ſoop for breakfaſt, ſoop for dinner, ſoop for ſupper, and ſoop 
for breakfaſt again—but here's variety. 

| love the fair who freely gives her heart, 

That's mine by ties of nature, not of art; 

Who boldly owns whate'er her thoughts indite, 

And is too modeſt for a hypocrite. 

[Lamorce appears at the door, as he runs towards her, 
four bravo's ſtep in before her. He ſtarts back. 

She comes, ſhe comes - hum, hum, bitch murder'd, 
murder'd to be ſure! the curſed ſtrumpet! to make me 
ſend away my ſervants-———-no body near me! theſe cut- 
throats always make ſure work, What ſhall 1 do? I have 
but one way. Are theſe gentlemen your relations, 
madam ? 

LAM. Yes, fir. 

Mia. Gentlemen, your moſt humble ſervant; fir, your 
moſt faithful, yours, fir, with all my heart; your moſt 
bedient come, gentlemen, [ſalutts all round. ] pleaſe to 


no ceremony, next the lady, pray, fir, 


H 2 


—— 
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Lam, Well, fir, and how d'you like my friends? 
[They all fit, 
Mik. O, madam, the moſt finiſh'd gentlemen! 1 wx 
never more happy in good company in my life; I ſuppoſe, 
fir, you have trave]l'd ? 
1 Bra. Yes, fir. | 


Mix. Which way? may I preſume ? | 
1 BRA. In a weſtern barge, fir. 1 
Mix. Ha, ha, ha, very pretty; facetious pretty ges- 

tleman ! | c 
Lam. Ha, ha, ha; fir, you have got the prettieſt ring 

upon your finger there pa 
Miz. Ah! madam, 'tis at your ſervice with all my | 

heart. [Offering the ring, 
Lam, By no means, fir, a family ring ! [Takes it, 
Mix. No matter, madam. Seven hundred pound, by 

this light, { Aſide, 2 
2 Bxa- Pray, fir, what's a clock. bim 
Mink. Hum! fir, I forgot my watch at home, 7 
2 BRA. I thought I ſaw the ſtring of it juſt now, loſe 
Mix. Ods my life, fir, I beg your pardon, here it i= unn 

but it don't go. [Putting it up. Here 
Lam, O dear fir, an Engliſh watch! Tompion's, I pre 

ſume. M. 
Mix. D'ye like it, madam no ceremony — tis at you Wolich 

ſervice with all my heart and foul =——Tompion's ! hg y the 

you. (Aſide. Neentle 
1 Br a. But, fir, above all things, I admire the faſhion WF Las 

and make of your ſword- hilt. 1 Bz 


Mix. I'm mighty glad you like it, fir. 
1 Baa. Will you part with it, fir, 
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Mis. Sir, I won't ſell it, 

1 BRA. Not ſell it, fir! 

Mix. No, gentlemen, ——but I'll beſtow it with all my 
heart, [Offering it. 

i BrA. O fir, we ſhall rob you, 

Mix. That you do I'll be ſworn, [ Afide.] I have ano- 
ther at home, pray, fir, gentlemen you're too modeſt, 
have | any thing elſe that you fancy ?—fir, will you do me 
1 favour? [To the 1 Bravo.] I am extremely in love with 
that wig which you wear, will you do me the favour to 
change with me ? 

1 Bx a. Look'e, fir, this is a family-wig, and I wou'd not 
part with it, but if you like it 

Miz. Sir, your moſt humble ſervant, 

: [They change wigs. 
1 BNA. Madam, your moſt humble ſlave. 
[Goes up foppiſhly to the lady, ſalutes her. 
k 2 Bxa, The fellow's very liberal, ſhall we murder 
bim. 
1 Baa. What! let him *ſcape to hang us all! and I to 
loſe my wig ; no, no, I want but a handſome pretence to 
- WE quicrel with him, for you knaw we muſt act like gentlemen. 
Here, ſome wine [wine here.] Sir, your good health, 
[Pulls Mirabel by the noſe. 

Miz. Oh! fir, your moſt humble ſervant; a pleatant 
rolick enough, to drink a man's health, and pull him 
the noſe; ha, ha, ha, the pleaſanteſt pretty humour'd 
entleman, 

Lau. Help the gentleman to a glzſs, [Mir, drinks. 

! BIA. How d'ye like the wine, fir? 


102 
de. 


105 


o 
q 
: 


74 Tut INCONST ANT: os, 


Mix, very good o' the Kind, fir; but I'll tell ye what; 

I find we're all inclin'd to be W e and igad, bo 

my own part, I was never more diſpoſed to be merry; let 

make a night on't, ha !—this wine is pretty, but I have ſuch 

Burgundy at home,—look'e, gentlemen, let me ſend for « 

dozen flaſks of my Burgundy, I defy France to match it— 

*twill make us all life, all air, pray, gentlemen. | 
2 Bra. Eh! ſhall us have his Burgundy ? | 
1 BRA. Yes, faith, we'll have all we can; here, call up 


the gentleman's . hat think you, Lamerce ? \ 
Lam, Yes, yes,—your ſervant is a fooliſh country buy, 
fir, be underſtands nothing but innocence, li 


MIX. Ay, ay, madam, —here, page, [Enter Orianz] 
take this key, and go to my butler, order him to fend hal! 
a dozen flaſks of the red Burgundy, mark*d a thouſand, and 
be ſure you make haſte, I long to entertain my friends hett. 
my very good friends, 

Omnts. Ah, dear fir! 

1 Bu A. Here, child, take a glaſs of wine—your maſt; 
and 1 have chang'd wigs, honey, in a frolick,-Where |: 
you this pretty boy, honeſt Muſtapha ? 

Ox. Muſtapha ! 

Mix. Out of Picardy——this is the bei errand he bi 
made for me, and if he does it right, I'll encourage him. 

Ox 1. The red Burgundy, fir, 

Mix. The red, mark'd a thouſand, and be ſure you make 
haſte. 

Ox1. I ſhall, fir, 

1 BRA, Sir, you were pleas'd to like my wig, have yo! 
any faucy for my coat ?——look'e, fir, it has lery'd a gr 
many honeſt gentlemen very faithfully. 
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Mis. Not ſo faithfully, for I'm afraid it has got a ſcurvy 
trick of leaving all its maſters in neceflity—the inſolenee of 
theſe dogs is beyond their cruelty. [ Aſide, 

Lam, You're melancholy, fir, 

Mix. Only concern'd, madam, that I ſhou'd have no 
lervant here but this little boy w—— he ll make ſome con- 
founded blunder, I'll lay my life on't, I wou'd not be diſap- 
pointed of my wine for the univerſe. 

Lau. He'll do well enough, fir; but ſupper's ready, 
will you pleaſe to eat a bit, fir ? 

Mix. O madam, I never had a better ſtomach in my 


life, 

Lam, Come then, — we have nothing but a plate of 
loop, 

Mir. Ah ! the marriage-ſoop I cou'd diſpenſe with now, 
[Aſide] [Exit, handing the lady, 


2 Bx A. That wig won't fall to your ſhare. 

1 Bx A. No, no, we'll ſettle that after ſupper, in the 
mean time the gentlemen ſhall wear it. 

2 BRA. Shall we diſpatch him? 

3 Bra, To be lure, I think he knows me. 
1 Baa, Ay, ay, dead men tell no tales, I wonder at the 
impudence of the Engliſh rogues, that will hazard the 
meeting a man at the bar that they have encounter'd upon 
the road ! 1 han't the confidence to look a man in the face 
after having done him an injury, therefore we'll murder 
him, [Exeunt, 

SCENE, changes to Old Mirabel's Houſe, 
Enter Duretefe. 


Do n. My friend has forſaken ms, I have abandon'd my 
miſtreſs, my time lies heavy on my hands, and my money 
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burns in my pocket—but now I think on't, my Myrmidun: 
are upon duty to-night; I'll fairly ſtrole down to the guard, 
and nod away the night with ray honeſt lieutenant over 2 
flaſk of wine, a rakehelly ſtory, and a pipe of tobacco, 
[Going off, Biſ. meets him, 

BIS. Who comes there? ſtand ! 

Dun. Hey day, now ſhe's turn'd dragoon. 

Bis. Look'e, fir, I'm told you intend to travel again.— 


I deſign to wait on you as far as Italy. t 
Doe. Then I'll travel into Wales, g 
Bis. Wales! What country's that? 

Dur. The land of mountains, child, where you're F 
never out of the way, cauſe there's no ſuch thing as 1 
high-road, 1 

Bis. Rather always in a high- road, *cauſe you travel all vi 
upon hills;—vut be't as it will, I'll jog along with you. 

Dur. But we intend to ſail to the Eaſt- Indies, th 


Bis. Eaſt or Weſt, tis all one to me; I'm tight and 
light, and the fitter for failing. 

Dun. But ſuppole we take thro” Germany, and rink 
hard, 

Bis. Suppoſe I take thro' Germany, and drink harder 
than you. 

Dus. Suppoſe I go to a bawdy-houſe. 

B1s. Suppoſe I ſhow you the way. 

Dux. Sdeath, woman, will you go to the guard with 
me, and ſmcak a pipe? 

Bis. Allons, done! 

Dus, The devil's in the woman——ſuppoſe I hang my* 
ſelf. 

Bis. There 1'!] leave you. 
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Dux. And a happy riddance, the gallows is welcome. 

Bis. Hold, hold, fir, [Catches him by the arm going. ] 
ene word before we part. 

Dur, Let me go, madam,—or I ſhall think that you're a 
man and perhaps may examine you. . 

Bis. Stir if you dare; I have ſtill ſpirits to attend me; 
and can raiſe ſuch a muſter of fairies as ſhall puniſh you to 
death come, fir, ſtand there now and ogle me; [he frowns 
vpon her.] Now a languiſhing ſigh! [he groans.] Now run 
and take my fan,—faſter, [He runs and takes it up.] Now 
play with it handſomely, = 

Dur. Ay, ay. , [He tears it all in pieces. 

Bis. Hold, hold, dear humorous coxcomb; captain, ſpare 
my fan, and I'll—why, you rude, inhuman, monſter, don't 
you expect to pay for this? 

Dur, Ves, madam, there's twelve pence; for that is 
the price on't. 

Bis. Sir, it coſt a guinea, 

Dux. Well, madam, you ſhall have the ſticks again. 

[Throws them to her, and Exit. 

Bis. Ha, ha, ha, ridiculous, below my concern. I muſt 
follow him however, to know if he can give me any news 
of Oriana. 


SCENE changes to Lamorce's Lodgings. 


Enter Mirabel ſolus, 


Mix. Bloody hell-hounds, 1 over-heard you; —was not 
two hours ago the happy, gay, rejoicing— Mirabel? How 
| 44 1 plume my hopes in a fair coming proſpect of a long 

icene of years? Life courted me with all the charms of 


— 
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vigour, youth, and fortune; and to be torn away from all 
my promiſed joys, is more than death, the manner too, by 
villaings—O my Oriana, this very moment might have blels'd 
me in thy arms!—and my poor boy, the innocent boy—— 
confuſion. But huſh, they come; I muſt diſſemble itil 
no news of my wine, gentleman ? 


Enter the four Bravo's. 


1 Bx A. No, fir, I believe your country-booby has lot 
himſelf, and we can wait no longer for't—true, fir, you're 
a pleaſant gentleman, but 1 ſuppoſe you underſtand our 
buſineſs. 

Mix. Sir, I may go near to gueſs at your employments; 
you, fir, are a lawyer, I preſume, you a phyſician, you 4 
ſcrivener, you a ſtock-jobber——all cut-throats, igad. 

[ Aſide, 

4 Bn A. Sir, I am a broken-officer; I was caſhier'd at 
the head of the army for a coward: fo 1 took up the 
trade of murderer to retrieve the reputation of my cou- 
rage. 

3 BRA. I am a ſoldier too, and wou'd ſerve my king, but 
1 don't like the quarrel, and I have more honour than to 
fight in a bad caule, 

2 BRA, I was bred a gentleman, and have no eſtate, but 
I muſt have my whore and my bottle, thro” the prejudice of 
education. 

1 BRA. I ama ruffian too; by the prejudice of educa- 
cation, I was bred a butcher, In ſhort, fir, if your wine 
had come, we might have trifled a little longer. come, fir, 
which ſword will you fall by? mine, fir ? 
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2 BRA. Or wine? ' [draws. 
3 Bx A. Or mine? Ldraws. 
4 BRA. Or mine? [ draws. 


Mix. I ſcorn to beg my life; but to be butcher'd thus! 


O! there's the wine :—this moment for [knocking.] my | 


life or death. 
Enter Oriana, 


Loſt, for ever loſt !—where's the wine, child? [faintly. 
Ox1. Coming up, fir. [Stamps.] 


Enter Duretete with his ſword drawn, and ſix of the 
grand muſqueteers with their pieces preſented, the 
ruffians, drop their ſwords. [Oriana goes off. 


Mix. The wine, the wine, the wine, youth, pleaſure, 
fortune, days and years, are now my own again, 
Ah, my dear friends, did not I tell you this wine wou'd 
make me merry ? Dear captain, theſe gentlemen are 
the beſt natur'd, facetious, witty creatures, that ever yeu 
knew, 


Enter Lamorce. 


Lam. Is the wine come, fir ? 

Mis. O yes, madam, the wine is come ſee there 
[Pointing to the ſoldiers.] Your ladyſhip has got a very fine 
ring upon your finger, 

Lam. Sir, 'tis at your ſervice. 

Mix. O ho! is it ſo? Thom dear ſeven hundred pound, 
thou'rt welcome home again, with all my heart—ad's my 
life, madam, you have got the Gneſt built watch there ? 
Tompion's, I preſume. 


— — 
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Lam. Sir, you may wear it. 

Mix. O madam, by no means, tis too much rob you 
of all- taking it from her.] Good dear time, thou'rt 4 
precious thing, I'm glad I have retriev'd thee. [Putting it 
up.] What my friends neglected all this while, gentlemen, 
you'll pardon my complaiſance to the lady.—How now is 
it civil to be ſo out of humour at my entertainment, and! 
ſo pleaſed with yours? Captain, you're ſurpriz'd at all this! 
but we're in our frolicks, you muſt know-——lome wine 


here. 


Enter Servant with Wine. 


Ccme, Captain, this worthy gentleman's health, 

[Tweaks the firſt Bravo by the noſe, he roars, 
But now, where, -where's my dear deliverer, my boy, my 
charming boy? 

1 Bra. I hope ſome of our crew below-ſtairs have dif. 

atch'd him. 

Mix. Villain, what ſay'ſt thou? difpatch'd! J'Il have 
ye all tortur'd, rack'd, torn to pieces alive, if you have 
touch'd my boy.—Here page |! page! page! [Runs out, 

Dux. Here, gentlemen, be ſure you ſecure theſe fellows, 

1 Bra. Yes, fir, we know you and your guard will be 
very civil to us. 

Dur, Now for you, madam z—he, he, he.—I'm fo 
pleas'd to think that I ſhall be reveng'd of one woman be- 
fore I die——=well, miſtreſs Snap Dragon, which of theſe 
honourable gentlemen is ſo happy as to call you wife ? 

1 Bra. Sir, ſhe ſhou'd have been mine to night, "cauſe 
Sampre here had her laſt night. Sir, ſhe's very true to vi 


all four. 
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Dux. Take 'em to juſtice, 
[The Guards carry off the Bravo's. 


Enter Old Mirabel, Dugard, Biſarre. 


OD Mix. Robin, Robin, where's Bob? where's my 
boy? What, is this the lady, a pretty whore, faith! 
| Hark'e, child, becauſe my fon was ſo civil as to oblige 
you with 2 coach, I'll treat you with a cart, indeed I 


| will, 


Dux. Ay, madam, —and you ſhall have a ſwinging 
equipage, three or four thouſand footmen at your heels at 
leaſt, 

Dy. No leſs becomes her quality. 

Bis. Faugh ! the monſter ! ö 

Dus, Monſter ! ay, you're all a little monſtrous, let me 
tell you. 


Enter Mirabel. 


OLD Miz. Ab, my dear Bob, art thou ſafe, man? 

Mix. No, no, fir, I'm ruin'd, the ſaver of my life is 
hoſt, 

OLD Mix. No, no, he came and brought us the news. 

Mix. But where is he? [Enter Oriana.] Ha! [Runs and 
embraces her.] My dear preſerver, what ſhall I do to recom. 
penſe your truſt. Father, friends, gentlemen, behold the 
youth that has reliev'd me from the moſt ignominious death, 
from the ſcandalous poniards of theſe bloody ruffians, where 
to have fall'n, wou'd have defam'd my memory with vile 
reproach—rmy life, eſtate my all, is due to ſuch a fayour. 
—Command me, child; before you all, before my late, fo 
kiad indulgent ſtars, I ſwear to grant whate'er you aſk. 


— * =. 
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Orr. To the fame ſtars indulgent now to me, I will 
appeal as to the juſtice of my claim, I ſhall demand by 


what was mine before—the juſt performance of your con- 1 
tract to Oriana, [Diſcovering herſell. t: 
Om. Oriana. 

Or1. In this diſguiſe I reſolv'd to follow you abroad, \ 
counterfeited that letter that got me into your ſervice; and 
ſo, by this ſtrange turn of fate, I became the inſtrument of { 
your preſervation; few common ſervants wou'd have hai 
ſuch cunning : my love inſpir'd me with the meaning of WF « 
your meſſage, *cauſe my concern for your ſafety made me V 
ſuſpe& your company. d 

Dun. Mirabel, you're caught. . B 

Mix. Caught! I ſcorn the thought of impoſition, the ne 
tricks and artful cunning of the ſex I have deſpis'd, and ſc; 
broke thro' all contrivance. Caught! no, *tis my volun- = 
tary act z this was no human ſtratagem, but by my provi. H. 


dential ſtars, deſign'd to ſhow the dangers wandering youth (ec 
incurs by the purſuit of an unlawful love, to plunge me 
headlong in the ſnares of vice, and then to free me by the 
hands of virtue; here on my knees, I humbly beg my fair 
preſerver's pardon; my thanks are needleſs, for mylelf | 
owe. And now for ever do proteſt me yours. 

OLD Mix. Tall, all di dall. [Sings.] Kiſs me, daughter 
no, you ſhall kiſs me firſt; [to Lamorce] for you're 
the cauſe on't. Well, Biſarre, what ſay you to the cap- 
tain ? 

Bis. I like the beaſt well enough, but I don't underſtand 
his paces ſo well as to venture him in a ſtrange road, 

OLD Mix. But marriage is ſo beaten a path that you 
can't go wrong, 
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31%. Ay, tis ſo beaten that the way is ſpoil'd, 
Dog. There is but one thing ſhould make me thy huſband 
Il cou'd marry thee to day for the privilege of beating 
| thee to-morrow. 
| OLp Mis. Come, come, you may agree for all this: 

Mr. Dugard, are not you pleas'd with all this ? 

DvG, So pleas'd that if I thought it might ſecure your 
ſon's affection to my fiſter, I would double her fortune. 

Mix. Fortune! has not ſhe giv'n me mine? my life, 
| eſtate, wy all, and what is more, her virtuous ſelf ——. 
Virtue, in this ſo advantageous light, has her own ſparkling 
charms, more tempting far than glittering gold or glory, 
Behold the foil [pointing to Lamorce. ] that ſets this bright- 
neſs off, [To Oriana.] Here view the pride [to Oriana.] and 
ſcandal of the ſex. [To Lam.J There ſto Lam. ] the falſe 
meteor, whoſe deluding light leads mankind to deſtruction. 
Here [to Oriana.] the bright ſhining ſtar that guides to a 
ſecurity of happineſs : a garden, and a fingle ſhe [to Oriana.] 
was our firſt father's bliſs; the tempter [to Lam. ] and to 
wander was his curſe. 


What liberty can be fo tempting there, [To Lam: 
Ai a ſoft, virtuous, am'rous bondage here? [To Oriana, 


— 
— 
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By Mr. O——R. 


Set by Mr. DanitL PukcCeLr. 


INCE Cclia, 'tis not in our power 
To tell how long our lives may laſt, 
Begin to love this very hour, 
Yau've loſt too much in what is paſt. 


Por fince the pow'r we all obey, 

Has in your breaſt my heart confin'd, 
Let me my body to it lay, 

Ia vain you'd part what nature join'd. 
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Written by Nathaniel Rowe, Eſq; 
And ſpoken by Mr. Wilks. 


ROM Fletcher's great original, to-day 
We took the hiat of this our modern play; 
Our author, from his lines, has ſtrove to paint 
A witty, wild, inconſtant, free gallant; 
With a gay ſoul, with ſenſe, and will to rove 
With language, and with ſoftneſs fram'd to move, . 
With little truth, but with a world of love. 
Such forms on maids in morning-ſlumbers wait, 
When fancy firſt inſtruQs their hearts to beat, c 
When firſt they wiſh, and figh for what they know not yet. 
Frown not, ye fair, to think your lovers may 
Reach your cold hearts by ſome unguarded way; 
Let Villeroy's misfortune make you wiſe, 
There's danger ftill in darkneſs and ſurprize; 
Tho* from his rampart he defy'd the foe, 
Prince Eugene found an aquedu® below, 
With ealy freedom, and a gay addreſs, 
A prefling lover ſeldom wants ſucceſs : 
Whillt the reſpe&ful, like the Greek, fits down, 
And waſtes a ten year's ſiege before one town. 
For her own ſake, let no forſaken maid, 
Our wanderer, for want of love, upbraid. 
Vo. II. 1 
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Since 'tis a ſecret, none ſhould e er confeſs, 
That they have loſt the happy pow'r to pleaſe. 
If you ſuſpect the rogue inclin'd to break, 
Break firſt, and ſwear you've turn'd him off a week; 
As princes, when they reſty ſtateſmen doubt, 
Before they can ſurrender, turn 'em out, 

Whate'er you think, grave uſes may be made, 

And much, even for inconſtancy be ſaid. 

Let the good man for marriage-rites deſignꝰd, 


With ſtudious care, and diligence of taind, 

Turn over every page of womankind. 

Mark every ſenſe, and how the readings vary, 

And when he knows the worſt on't—let him marry. 
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T 0 
HENRY BRETT, Eſq; 


1 HE Commons of England have a right of petition- 
ing; and fince by your place in the ſenate you are 


oblig'd to hear and redreſs the ſubject, I preſume upon the - 


privilege of the people, to give you the following trouble. 

As prologues introduce plays on the ſtage, ſo dedications 
uſher them into the great theatre of the world; and as we 
chuſe ſome ſtaunch actor to addreſs the Audiegce, fo we 
pitch upon ſome gentleman of undiſputed ingenuity tv 
recommend us to the Reader, Books, like metals, require 
to be Kampt with ſame valuable effigies before they become 
popular and current. 

To eſcape the criticks, I reſolv'd to take ſanctuary with 
one of the beſt ; one who differs from the fraternity in this, 
that his good nature is ever predominant, can diſcover an 
author's ſmalleſt faults, and pardon the greateſt, 

Your generous approbation, fir, has done this play 
ſervice, but has injur'd the author; for it has made him 
ioſufferably vain, and he thinks himſelf authoriz'd to ſtand 
up for the merit of his performance, when ſo great a 
maſter of wit has declar'd in his favour. 

The muſes are the moſt coquettiſh of their ſex, fond of 
deing au +ir'd, and always putting on their beſt airs to the 
fineſt gentleman : But alas, fir ! their addreſſes are ſtale, 
and their fine things but repetition; for there is nothing 
new in wit, but what is found in your own cogver- 


ſation, 


. 
% 


DEDICATION. 


Cou'd I write by the help of ſtudy, as you talk withon; 
it, I wou'd venture to ſay ſomething in the uſual ſtrain of 
dedication ; but as you have too much wit to ſuffer it, and 

_ 1 too little to undertake it, I hope the world will excuſe 
© my deficiency, and you will pardon the preſumption of, 


SIR, 
Your moſt oblig'd, and 


December 
23, 1702. Moſt humble ſervant, 


Grone FAI: 


1 
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with in plays, was the moſt ſevere and reaſonable 
charge againft their authors in Mr. Collier's Short View; 
and indeed this gentleman had done the Drama conſiderable 
ſervice, had he arraign'd the ſtage only to puniſh its miſ- 
demeanours, and not to take away its life; but there is an 
advantage to be made ſometimes of the advice of an enemy, 
and the only way to diſappoint his deſigns, is to improve 
upon his invective, and to make the ſtage flouriſh, by the 
virtue of that ſatyr, by which he thought to ſuppreſs it. 

| have therefore in this piece endeavour'd to ſhew, that 


juſtice : but/indeed the greateſt ſhare of the Engliſh audi- 
ence, I mean that part which is no farther read than in 
plays of their own language, have imbib'd other principles 
and ſtand up as vigerouſly for the old poetick licence, as 
they do for the liberty of the ſubject. They take all inno- 
vations for grievances; and let a project be never ſo well 
laid for their advantage, yet the undertaker is very likely 
to ſuſter by it. A play without a beau, cully, cuckold, or 
coquet, is as poor an entertainment to ſome palates, 46 
their Sunday's dinner wou'd be without beef and pudding. 
And this 1 take to be one reaſon that the galleries were ſo 
thin during the run of this play. | 7.5 indeed to have 


loth'd the ſplenetick zeal of the ci, by making a gen- 
tleman a knave, and puniſhing their great grieVance— 
i Whoremaſter; but a certain virtuoſo of that fraternity 


H E ſucceſs and countenance that debauchery has met 


an Engliſh comedy may anſwer the ſtrictneſs of poetical 


nnen 


has told me ſince, that the citizens were never more diſap- 
pointed in any entertainment; for (ſaid he) however pious 
we may appear to be at home, yet we never go to that end 
of the town but with an intention to be lewd. 

There was an Odium caſt upon this play, before it ap- 
pear'd, by ſome perſons who thought it their intereſt to 
have it *ſuppreſs'd. The ladies were frighted from ſeeing 
it, by formidable ſtories of a midwife, and were told, no 
doubt, that they muſt expect no leſs than a Labour upon 
the ſtage ; but I hope the examining into that a ſperſion 
will be**nough to wipe it off, ſince the character of the 
midwife is only fo far touch'd as is neceſſary for carrying on 
the plot, ſhe being principally decipher'd in her procuring 
capacity; and I dare not affront the ladies. ſo far, as to 
imagine they cou'd be offended at the expoſing a bawd. 

Some criticks complain, that the deſign is defeQive for 
want of Czlia's appearance in the ſcene ; but I had rather 
they ſhon'd find this fault, than I forfeit my regard to 
the fair, by ſhewing a lady of figure under a misfortune; 
for which reaſon I made her only nominal, and choſe to 
expoſe the perſon that injur'd her; and if the ladies don't 
agree that I have done her juſtice in the end, I'm yery 
forry fort. 

Some people are apt to ſay, that the character of 
Richmore points at a particular perſon; tho? Imuſt coofels, 
I ſee nothing but what is very general in his charaQer, 
except his marrying his own miſtreſs; which by the wi 
he never did, for he was no ſooner off the ſtage, but he 
chang'd his mind, and the poor lady is ſtill in Statu Quo: 
but upon the whole tatter, tis application only makes the 

aſs ; and characters ia plays, are like Long - lane cloaths 


Nn n 


zot hung out for the uſe of any particular people, but te 
de bought by thoſe they only happen to fit. 


The moſt material objection againſt this play is the 
importance of the ſubject, which neceſſarily leads iato 
ſentiments too grave for diverſion, and ſuppoſes vices too 
great for comedy to puniſh. *Tis ſaid, I muſt own, that 


the buſineſs of Comedy is chiefly to ridicule folly, and 


that the puniſhment of vice falls rather into the province 
of Tragedy; but if there be a middle fort of wickedneſs, 
too high for the Sock, and too low for the Buſkin, is there 
any reaſon that it ſhou'd go wapuniſh'd ? What are more 
obnoxious to human ſociety, than the villanies expos'd in 
this play; the frauds, plots, and contrivances ,upoa the 
fortunes of men, and the virtue of women? but the 
perſons are too mean for heroick ; then what muſt we do 
with them? Why, they muſt of neceflity drop inte 
Comedy, For it is unreaſonable to imagine that the law- 
givers in poetry wou'd tie themſelves up from executing 
that juſtice which is the foundation of their conſtitution 3 
or to ſay, that expoſing vice is the buſineſs of the, Drama, 
and yet make rules to ſeteen it from perſecution. 

Some have aſk'd the queſtion, why the elder Wou'dbe, 


in the fourth act, ſhou'd counterfeit madneſs in his con- 
fiaement? don't miſtake, there was no ſuch thing in his 


head; and the judicious cou'd eafily perceive, that it was 
oaly a ſtart of humour put on to divert his melancholy ; 
and when gaiety is ſtrain'd to cover misfortune, it may very 
naturally be overdone, and riſe to a ſemblance of mad- 
nels, ſufficient to imapoſe on the conſtable, and perhaps on 
ſome of the audience, who taking every thing at fight, 
impute that as a fault, which I at bold to ſtand up for, as 
ne of the moſt maerly ſtrokes of the whole piece. 


PREP ACE 


 - This 1 think ſufficient to obviate what objections I have 
heard made ; but there was no great occaſion for making 
this defence, having had the opinion of ſome of the greateſt 
perſons in England, both for quality and parts, that the 
play has merit enough to hide more faults than have been 
found ; and I think their approbation ſufficient to excuſe 
ſome pride that may be incident to the author upon this 
performance. | 

I muſt own myſelf oblig'd to Mr. Longueville for ſome 
lines in the part of Teague, and ſomething of the lawyer; 
but above all for his hint of the twins, upon which I form'd 
my plot: but having paid him all due ſatisfaction and ac- 
knowledgment, I muſt do myſelf the juſtice. to believe, 
that few of our modern writers have been leſs beholden to 
foreign aſſiſtance in their plays, than 1 have been in the 
following ſcenes. 
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FR OL OGUE 


By Mr. MoTTevux. 
Spoken by Mr. WiLks. 
An Alarm ſounded. 


A martial prologue ſhould alarm the ſtage. 
New player acted, à full audience near, 
Seem towns inveſted, when a ſiege they fear, 
Prologues are like a forelorn hope ſent out 
Before the play, to ſkirmiſh and to ſcout : 
Our dreadful foes, the criticks, when they ſpy, 


The ſiege is laid — their gallant chiefs abound, 


la the firſt act, briſk Sallies, (miſs or hit) 

With vollies of ſmall ſhot, or ſnip-ſnap wit, 

Attack, and gall the trenches of the pit. 

The next—the fire continues, but at length 

Grows leſs, and ſlackens like a bridegroom's ſtrength, 

The third, feints, mines, and countermines abound, 

Your critick engineers, ſafe under ground, 

Blow up our works, and all our art confound, 

The fourth=brings on moſt action, and tis ſharp, 

Freſh foes crowd on, at your remiſſneſs carp, 

| And deſp*rate, tho? unſxill'd, inſult our counterſcarp, 
Then comes the laſt, the gen'ral ſtorm is neu, 

The poet-goyernor now quakes for fear, 


IT H drums and trumpets in this warring age, 


Kere-foes intrench'd, there==glittering troops around, 
And the loud batt'ries roar from yonder riſing ground. 


$ 


They cock, they charge, they fire, then back they fly. 


; 
; 
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Runs wildly up and down, forgets to huff, 

And wou'd give all he's plunder'd-——to get off: 
80. Don and Monſicu: — Bluff, be fore the ſege, 
Were quickly tamd - — t Venlo, and at Liege, 
"Twas Viva Spagnia ! Vive France! before; 

Now, Quartier: Monſieur! Qyarter! Ah! Senor! 
But what your reſolution can withftand, 

You maſter all, and awe the ſea and land. 

In war your valour makes the ftrong ſubmit ; 
Your judgment humbles all attempts in wit. 

What play, what fort, -what beauty can endure 

All fierce aſſaults, agd always be ſecure! 

Then grant 'em generous terms, who dare to write, 
Since now that ſeems as deſp*rate as to fight : 

If we muſt yield—yet eber the day be fixt, 

Let us hold out the third—and, if we may, the fixth, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. ; 
ELDER Wov'p ER, | Mr. Wilts. 
YounG Wov'pas, Mr. CI ABER. 
RI chuoxx, - Mr. HusBanD. 
TaurMaAN, f Mr, MiLLs. 
SUBTLEMAN, Mr. PixrxzETHMAY, 
BALDzRDASH, Tt 
and c Mr, Jounsov, 
ALDERMAN, 
Crxan-AccounT, a Steward, Mr. FarzBars. 1 
Farn-BANE, a Goldſmith, Mr. Minus. 
Txacur, ; Mr. Bowzn, 
WOMEN. 
ConsTANCE, Mrs. Ro ERB. 
AunzTIA, Mrs, Hook. 
Max DIAE, | Mrs, BuLLock. 
STzwanD's Wike, Mrs, Moos. 


Conſtable, Watch, &c. 
SCENE, LONDON. 
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SCENE, Lodgings I ? 


{1 
The curtain " up, diſcovers Young Wou'dbe a dreſſing, | 4 
and his valet buckling his ſhoes, (18 


ERE is ſuch a plague every morning, with buckling 

ſhoes, gartering, combing, and powdering | 
Plhaw! ceaſe thy impertinence, I'll dreſs no more to day. | 
Were I an honeſt brute, that riſes from his litter, ſhakes 1 
himſelf, and ſo is dreſt, I cou'd bear it. | 


—— 7 
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Enter Richmore. 


Rren. No farther yet, Wou'dbe! "Tis almoſt one. 

v. W. Then blame the clockmakers, they made it ſo; 
the ſan has neither fore nor afternoon——Prithee, what 
tare we to do with time? Can't we let it alone as nature 
made it ? Can't a man eat when he's hungry, go to bed 
"hen he's ſleepy, riſe when he wakes, dreſs when he 
pleaſes, without the confinement of hours to enflave 
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Ri cx. Pardon me, fir, I underſtand your ſtoiciſm—— 
| You have loſt your money laſt night. 

v. W. No, no, fortune took care of me there—l had 
none to Joſe. . | 

Rien. Tis that gives you the ſpleen. 

V. W. Yes, I have got the ſpleen; and ſomething elle 
— Hark c——— 

RIM. How ?] [ Whiſpers, 

Y. W. Poſitively, The lady's kind reception was the 
moſt ſevere uſage I ever met with—Shan't I break her 
windows——Richmore ? 

Ry cn+ A mighty revenge truly: let me tell you friend, 
that breaking the windows of ſuch houſes are no more 
than writing over a vintner's door, as they do in Holland= 
Vin te koop. "Tis no more than a buſh to the tavern, 4 | 
decoy to the wm and to draw in cuſtomers; but wa { 
the wnole matter, I think, a gentleman ſhou'd put up an 
affront got in ſuch little company; for the pleaſure, the 
pain, and the reſentment, are all alike ſcandalous. 

Y. W. Have you forgot, Richmore, how I found you 
one morning with the Flying Poſt in your hand, hunting 
for phyſical advertiſements, 

Rien. That was in the days of Dad, my friend, in the 
days of dirty finen, pit- maſks, hedge-taverns, and Beeſ- 
ſtakes : but now I fly at nobler game, the ring, the court, 
Pawlet's and the Park. I deſpiſe all women that I appre- 
bend any danger from, leſs than the having my throat cut; 
and ftwu'd ſcrople to converſe even with a lady of fortune, 


unleſe her virtue were lovd enough to give me pride i up 
expoßag Here's a letter I receiv'd this morning; 9 a. 
ur 


may read it. [Gives a letter. 
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v. w. [ Reads. ] 


F there be ſolemnity in proteſtation, juſtice in heaven, 
or fidelity in earth, I may ſtill depend on the faith of 


my Richmore=Tho* I may conceal my love, I no longer 


can hide the effects on't from the world ge careful of 
iy honour, remember your vows, and fly to the relief of 


the dilconſolate. 
CLELIA 


The fair, the courted, bloaming Clelia. 
Ric n. The credulous, troubleſome, fooliſh Clelia. 


Did you ever read ſuch a fulſome harangue—Lard, fir, 1 


am near my time, and want your affiſtance—Does the filly 
creature imagine that any man wou'd come near her in thoſe 
circuraſtances, unleſs it were doctor Chamberlaia—— You 
may keep the letter. 

v. W. But why wou'd you truſt it with me? You 
know I can't keep a ſecret that has any ſcandal in't. 

Rien. For that reaſon | communicate it: I know thou 
art a perfect Gazette, and I will pread the news all over 
the town: for you muſt underſtand that I am now beſieging 
another; and I wou'd have the fame of my conquelt upon 
the wing, that the town may ſurrender the ſooner. 

v. W. But if the report of your cruelty goes along with 
that of your valour, you'll find no garriſon of any ſtrength 
vill open their gates to you. : 

Rien. No, no, women are crowds, the terror prevails 
upon them more than clemengy : my beſt pretence to 
my ſucceſs with the fair, is my uſing em ill; "Tis 
turning their own guns upon 'em, and I have always 


Vol. II. it; 
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fougd it the moſt ſucceſsful battery to aſſail one reputation 
by facrificing another, 

Y. W. I cou'd love thee for thy miſchief, did I not enyy 
thee for thy ſucceſs in't. 

RI cn. You never attempt a woman of figure, 

V. W. How can I? This confounded hump of mine i; 
ſuch a burthen at my back, that it preſſes me down here in t 
the dirt and diſeaſes of Covent-Garden, the low ſuburbs f 
of pleafure—Curſt fortune ! I am a younger brother, and i 
yet cruelly depriv d of my birthright of a hand ſome perſon; l 


ſeven thouſand a year in a direct line, wou'd have itraiten'd — 
my back to ſome purpoſe But I look, in my preſent 1 
circumſtances, like a branch of another kind, grafted only ſt 
upon the ſtock, which makes me grow ſo crooked, le 

Rien. Come, come, tis no misfortune, your father i pc 


ſo as well as you. 

V. W. Then why ſhou'd not I be a lord as well as he? 
Had I the fame title to the deformity I cou'd bear 
it, 

R1cn, But how does my lord bear the abſence of your 
twin-brother ? 

V. W. My twin-brother! Ay, 'twas his crouding me 
that ſpoil'd my ſhape, and his coming half an hour before 
me that ruin'd my fortune My father expell'd me hi 
houſe ſome two years ago, becauſe I wou'd have perſuaded 
him that my twin-brother was a baſtard—— He gave me 
my portion, which was about fifteen hundred pound, and! 
have ſpent two thouſand of it already. As for my brother 
he don't care a farthing for me, 

Ricn. Why ſo, pray? 

v. W. A very odd reaſon—o—Becauſe I hate him. 

Rien. How ſhou'd he know that? 


0 
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v. W. Becauſe he thinks it reaſonable it ſhou'd be 


ſo, | 
Rick. But did your actions ever expreſs any malice 
to him ? 


v. W. Yes: 1 wou'd fain have kept him company; 


but being aware of my kindneſs, he went abroad ; He has 
travell'd theſe five years, and I'm told, is a grave, ſober 
fellow, and in danger of living a great while; all my hope 
is, that when he gets into his honour and eſtate, the nobi- 
lity will ſoon kill him, by drinking him up to his dignity. 
But come, Frank, I have but two eye-ſores in the world, 
1 brother before me, and a hump behind me, and thou art 
ſtill laying *em in my way : let us aſſume an argument of 
leſs ſeverity———Can'ſt thou lend me a brace of hundred 
pounds ? 

Rien. What wou'd you do with um? 

V. W. Do with um !-—There's a queſtion indeed 
Do you think 1 wou'd eat um? 

Rien. Yes, o'my troth wou'd you, and drink um 


together, —Look'e, Mr. Wou'dbe, whilſt you kept well 


with your father, I cou'd have ventur'd to have lent you 

! ive guineas. But as the caſe ſtands, I can aſſure you 
6 [ have lately paid off my ſiſter's fortunes, and 
Y.W. Sir, this put-off looks like an affront, when you 
know I don't uſe to give ſuch things, 

Rien. Sir, your demand is rather an affront, when you 
know 1 don't uſe to give ſuch things. 

V. W. Sir, I'll pawn my honour. 

Rien. That's mortgag'd already for more than it is 


worth; you had better pawn your ſword there, "twill bring 
Jou forty ſhillings. 
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V. W. 'Sdeath, ſi [Takes his ſword off the table, 

Ric RH. Hold, Mr. Wou'dbe,——ſuppoſe I put an end to 
your misfortunes all at once. 

V. W. How, fir? 

RI ch. Why, go to a magiſtrate, and ſwear you wou'd 
have robb'd me of two hundred pounds, Look'e, fir, 
you have been often told, that your extravagance wou 
ſome time or other be the ruin of you; and it will go: 
great way in your inditment, to have turn'd the pad upon 
your friend. 

V. W. This uſage is the height of ingratitude from you, 


in whoſe company I have ſpent my fortune, p 
RI cu. I'm therefore a witneſs, that it was very ill ſpent 8 

why wou'd you keep company, be at equal expence; 

with me that have fifty times your eſtate ? What was gal- 
lantry in me, was prodigality in you; mine was my health, " 
becauſe I could pay for't; your's a diſeaſe, becauſe you 
cou'd not, * 
V. W. And is this all I muſt expect from our fiiend- hoe 
ſhip ? y 
Ricn. Friendſhip ! fir, there can be no ſuch thing with n 
out an equality, y 
Y. W. That is, there can be no ſuch thing when there "ni. 1 
occaſion for't. B, 
Rien. Right, fir, — our friendſhip was over bone. 
bottle only; and whilſt you can pay your club of frieny - 
ſhip, 1 am that way your humble ſervant 3 but when one, - 
you come borrowing, I'm this way your humble { Y, 


vant, (Ex 
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v. W. Rich, big, proud, arrogant villain! I have been 
twice his ſecond, thrice ſick of the ſame love, and thrice 
cur'd by the ſame phyſick, and now he drops me for a trifle, 
—That an honeſt fellow in his cups, ſhou'd be ſuch a rogue 
when he's ſober ! The narrow-hearted raſcal has been 
trink ing coffee this morning. Well, thou dear ſolitary half- 
crown! adieu !-—Here, Jack, (Enter ſervant) take this, pay 
for a bottle of wine, and bid Balderdaſh bring it himſelf, 
(Exit ſervant) how melancholy are my poor breeches; not 
one chink Thou art a villainous hand, for thou haſt pickt 
my poeket.— This vintner, now, has all the marks of an 
honeſt fellow, a broad face, a copious look, a ſtrutting belly, 
ud a jolly mien. I have brought him above three pound a 
night for theſe two years ſucceſſively, The rogue has 
money, I'm ſure, if he will but lend it. 


Enter Balderdaſh with a Bottle and Glaſs, 


„a. Mr, Balderdaſh, good morrow. 

BaiD, Noble Mr. Wou'dbe, I'm your moſt humble ſer- 
nt —l have brought you a whetting-glaſs, the beſt old 
bock in Europe; I know *tis your drink in a morning. 

v. W. I' pledge you, Mr. Balderdaſh. 

Bald. You health, fir, [Drinks, 

Y. W. Pray, Mr. Balderdaſh, tell me one thing, but firſt 
it down ; now tell me plainly what you think of me? 

BALD. Think of you, fir! 1 think that you are the 
loneſteſt, nobleſt gentleman, that ever drank a glaſs, of 
vice; and the beſt cuſtomer that ever came into my 
woe. 


V. W. And you really think as you ſpeak ? 
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BAU D. May this wine be my poiſon, fir, if I don't ſpeak 
from the bottom of my heart. 

V. W. And how much money do you think I have ſpent 
in your houſe ? 

BALD. Why truly, fir, by a moderate computation, I do 
believe, that I have handled of your money the belt part of 
five hundred pounds within theſe two years. 

V. W. Very well! And do you think that you lie under 
any obligation for the trade I have promoted to your ad- 
vantage ? 

BALD. Yes, fir; and if I can ſerve you in any reſped, 
pray command me to the utmoſt of my ability. 


V. W. Well! thanks to my ſtars, there is ſtill ſome 
honeſty in wine. Mr. Balderdaſh, I embrace you and your 


kindneſs. I am at preſent a little low in caſh, and muſt beg 
you to lend me an hundred pieces, 

BALD. Why, truly, Mr. Wou'dbe, I was afraid it 
would come to this; | have had it in my head ſeveril 
times to caution you upon your expences : but you were 
ſo very genteel in my houſe, and your liberality became 
you ſo very well, that I was unwilling to ſay any thing 
that might check your diſpoſition; but truly, fir, | can 
forbear no longer to tell you, that you have been a little 
too extravagant. 

V. W. But ſince you reap'd the benefit of my extravs- 
gance, you will, I hope, conſider my neceſſity. 

BALD. Conſider your neceflity! 1 do with all ny 
heart, and muſt tell you, moreover, that I will be no longer 
acceſſary to it: I deſire you, fir, to frequent my houſe 00 


more, 


bi 
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Y, W. How, fir! 

BAT p. I ſay, fir, that I have an honour for my good 
ord your father, and will not ſuffer his fon to run into any 
inconvenience : fir, I ſhall order my drawers not to ſerve you 
with a drop of wine. Wou'd you have me connjve at a 
gentleman's deſtruction? 

Y. W. But methinks, fir, that a perſon of your nice 
conſcience ſhou'd have caution'd me before, 

BALD. Alas! fir, it was none of my buſineſs : wou'd 
you have me be ſawcy to a gentleman that was my beſt 
cuſtomer ? lackaday, fir, had you money to hold it out Riill, 
] had been hang'd rather than be rude to you==but truly, fir, 
when a man is ruin'd, *tis but the duty of a chriſtian to tell 
him of it. 

v. W. Will you lend me the money, fir ? 

BALD. Will you pay me this bill, fir? 

Y, W. Lend me the hundred pound, and I'll pay the 
bill 

BALD. Pay me the bill, and I will not lend the hundred 
pound, fir,—But pray conſider with yourſelf, now, fir ; 
you'd you not think me an arrant coxcomb, to truſt a perſon 
vith money that has always been ſo extravagant under my 
je? whoſe profuſeneſs I have ſeen, I have felt, I have 
handled ? Have not I known you, fir, throw away ten 
pound of a night upon a covey of pit-partridges, and a 
ktting-dog ? Sir, you have made my houſe an ill houſe: 
ny very chairs will bear you no longer,—-la ſhort, I deſire 
you to frequent the crown no more, fir, 


. 


r 
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v. W. You ſophiſticated tun of iniquity; have I fatned 
your carcaſs, and ſwell'd your bags with my vital blood? 
Have I made you my companion to be thus ſawcy to me? 
But now I will keep you at your dye diſtance, | 
[Kicks him, 

Ser v. Welcome, fir! 

Y. W. Well ſaid, Jack, [Kicks him again, 

Szxv. Very welcome, fir! J hope we ſhall have your 
company another time. Welcome, fir. [He's kick'd off, 

V. W. Pray, wait on him down ſtairs, and give him 4 
welcome at the door too. [Exit Servent. 
This is the pun ſhment of hell; the very devil that tempted 
me to fin, now upbraids me with the crime,——-l have vil. 
lainouſly murder'd my fortune, and now its ghoſt, in the 
lank ſhape of poverty haunts me: is there no charm to 
conjure down the fiend ? 


Re-enter Servant. 


Sttv. Oh fir, here's fad news. 

Y. W. Then keep it to thyſelf, I have enough of that 
already. 

Serv. Sit, you will hear it too ſoon, 

Y. W. What! is Broad below ? 

Ss Rv. No, no, fir; better twenty ſuch as he were 
hang*d. Sir, your father's dead, 

V. W. My father Good night, my lord; has he left 
me any thing ? 

SxRv. I heard nothing of that, fir, 


hay 
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v. W. Then I believe you heard all there was of it; let 
me ſee,-my father dead! and my elder brother altead — 
if necefſity be the mother of invention, ſhe was never more 
pregnant than with me, [Pauſes.] Here, ſirrah, run to Mrs. 
Mandrake, and bid her come hither preſently. [Lxit ſervaut.] 
Thit woman was my mother's midwife when I was born, 
and has been my bawd theſe ten yezrs. I have had her en- 
dexvours to corrupt my brother's miſtreſs, and now her aſſiſt- 
ance will be neceſſary to cheat him of his eſtate ; for ſhe's 
famous for underſtanding the right-ſice of a woman, and the 
vrong-ſide of the law. Exit. 


SCENE changes to Mandrake's Houſe. 


Mandrake and Maid. 


Max. Who is there? 

MarD. Madam. 

Man, Has any meſſage been left for me to-day ? 

Marp. Ves, madam : here has been one from my lady 
Stilborn, that deſir'd you not to be out of the way, for ſhe 
expected to cry out every minute, 

Man, How every minute Let me ſee=[tekes out her 
pocket-book] Stilborn—ay—ſhe reckons with her huſband 
from the firſt of April; and with Sir James, from the firſt 
of March. Ay, ſhe's always a month before her time, 
[Knocking at the door.] Go ſee who's at the door.— 

Main. Yes, madsm. [Exit maid, 

May. Well! certainly there is not a woman in the 
world ſo willing to oblige mank ind às myſelf; and really 1 
have been io ever ſince the age of twelve, as I can remem- 
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ber. have deliver'd as many women of great bellies, and 
help'd as many to um as any perſon in England; but my 
watching and cares have broken me quite, I am not the 
ſame woman I was forty years ago. 


Enter Richmore. 


Oh, Mr. Richmore ! you're a ſad man, a barbarous man, 
ſo you are——what will become of poor Clelia, Mr, Rich- 
more ? The poor creature is ſo big with her misfortunes, 
that they are not to be born, [Weeps, 

Ri cu. You, Mrs. Mandrake, are the fitteſt perſon in the 
world to eaſe her of 'um. 

Man. And won't you marry her, Mr. Richmore ? 

Ricu. My conſcience won't allow it; for I have ſworn 
ſince to marry another. 

Max. And will you break your vows to Clelia ? 

Ricn. Why not, when ſhe has broke her's to me? 

Man. How's that, fir? | 

Ricnu. Why, ſhe ſwore a hundred times never. to 
grant me the favour, and yet, you know, ſhe broke her 
word, 

Man. But ſhe lov'd Mr. Richmore, and that was the 
reaſon ſhe forgot her oath. 

Ricu. And I love Mr. Richmore, and that is the reaſon 
I forgot mine——why ſhould ſhe be angry that I follow her 
own example, by doing the very ſame thing from the very 
ſame motive ? 

Man. Well, well! take my word, you'll never thrive= 
I wonder how you can have the face to come near me, that 


* 
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am the witneſs of your horrid oaths and imprecations! are 
lot you afraid that the guilty chamber above ſtairs ſhou'd 
fall down upon your head ?——Yes, yes, I was acceſſary, 
Iwas ſoz but if ever you involve my honour in ſuch a 
villainy the ſecond time. — Ah poor Clelia! I lov'd 
her as I did my own daughter ou ſeducing man 
[Weeps. 


Ricn, Hey, ho, my Aurelia. 

Man. Hey, ho, ſhe's very pretty. 

Rien. Doſt thou know her, my dear Mandrake? 

Man, Hey, ho, ſhe's very pretty.— Ah, you're a ſad 
man. Poor Clelia was handſome, but indeed, breeding, 
pukeing, and longing, has broken her much.—.'Tis a hard 
caſe, Mr, Richmore, for a young lady to ſee a thouſand 
things, and long for a thouſand things, and yet not dare to 
own that ſhe longs for one.— She had like to have miſcarried 
t'other day for the pith of a loin of veal.— Ah, you barba - 
tous man! 

Rien. But, my Aurelia ! confirm me that you know 
ber, and ['ll adore thee, 

Max. You would fling five hundred guineas at my head, 
that you knew as much of her as I do: why, fir, I brought 
her into the world; I have had her ſprawling in my lap. 
Ah! ſhe was as dne as a puffin, fir, 

Ricu. I thing ſhe has no great portion to value herſelf 
upon; her reputation only will keep up the market: we 
mult firſt make that cheap, by crying it down, and then 
he'll part with it at an eaſy rate, 

Max. But won't you provide for poor Clelia ? 


take a ſhop ; that is, get her a huſband. 
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Ri cu. Provide ! why han't I taught her a trade ? Let 
her ſet up when ſhe will, Tl engage her cuſtomers enough, 
becauſe I can anſwer for the goodneſs of the ware. 

Man, Nay, but you ought to ſet her up with credit, 
Have you no 
pretty gentleman, your relation now, that wants a young 
virtuous lady with a handſome fortune? No young Templer 
that has ſpent his eſtate in the ſtudy of the law, and ſtarves 
by the practice? No ſpruce officer that wants a handſome 
wife to make court for him among the major-generals? 
Have you none of theſe, fir ? 

Ricn, Pho, pho, madam—you have tir'd me upon that 
ſubje&. Do you think a lady that gave me ſo much trou- 
ble before poſſeſſion ſhall ever give me any after it. No, 
no, had ſhe been more obliging to me when I was in her 
power, I ſhou'd be more civil to her now ſhe's in mine: my 
aſſiduity before-hand was an over-price; had ſhe made 1 
merit of the matter, ſhe ſhou'd have yielded ſooner. 

Maw. Nay, nay, fir; tho“ you have no regard to her 
honour, yet you ſhall protect mine: how d'ye think 1 hare 
ſecur'd my reputation ſo long among the people of belt 
figure, but by keeping all mouths ſtopt ? fir, I'll have no 
clamours at me. Heavens help me, I have clamours enough 
at my door early and late in my t'other capacity: In ſhort, 
fir, a huſband for Clelia, or I baniſh you my preſence for 
ever. b 

RI cn. Thou art a neceſſary devil, and I can't want 


thee, | [ Alide, | 
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Man. Look'e, fir, tis your own advantage; *tis only 
making over your eſtate into the hands of a'truſtee; and 
tho! you don't abſolutely command the Premiſſes, yet you 
may exact enough out of em for neceſſaries, when you 
will. : 

Ricu. Patience a little madam l have a young ne- 

w that is a captain of horſe : he mortgag'd the laſt 
morſel of his eſtate to me, to make up his equipage for the 
laſt campaign. Perhaps you know him; he's a briſk fellow, 
much about court. Captain Truemaa, 

Man. Trueman! Ads my life, he's one of my babies : 
I can tell you the very minute he was born——preciſely at 
three o'clock next St. George's day, Trueman will be two 
and twenty; a ſtripling, the prettieſt good natur'd child, 
and your nephew | He muſt be the man; and ſhall be the 
man; I have a kindnefs for him. 

Rien. But we muſt have a care; the fellow wants nei. 

ther ſenſe nor courage. 
Max. Phu, phu, never fear her part, ſhe ſhan't want 
inſtruQtions 3 and then for her lying-in a little abruptly, 
is my buſineſs to reconcile matters there, a fright or 
a fall excuſes that : Lard, fir, I do theſe things every 
day. 

Ricu. *Tis pity then to put you out of your road; and 
Clelia ſhall have a huſband. 

Mas, Spoke like a man of honour.-And now I'll ſerve 
you again, This Aurelia you {ay——— ; 


Ric. O ſhe diſtracts me; her beauty, family, and virtue 
makes ber a noble pleaſure, 
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Man. And you have a mind, for that reaſon, to get hey 
a huſband, 

Ricn. Ves, faith: I have another young relation 2 
Cambridge, he's juſt going into orders; and I think ſuch 
a fine women, with fifteen hundred pounds, is a better 
preſentation than any living in my gift; and why ſhou'd 
he like the cure the worſe, that an incumbent was there 
before ? — 

Max. Thou art a pretty fellow -at the ſame moment 
you wou'd perſuade me that you love a woman to madneſs, 
are you contriving how to part with her? 

Ricn. If I lov'd her not to madneſs, I ſhou'd not run 
into theſe contradictions.— Here, my dear mother, Aurelia's 


the word [ Offering her money, 
Man, Pardon me, fir; [refuſing the money.] did you 


ever know me mercenary ? —No, no, fir; virtue is its own 


reward, 
R1cn. Nay, but madam, I owe you for the teeth powder 


you ſent me. 
Man. O, that's another matter, ſir; [takes the money.] 


I hope you like it fir ? 
Ri cu. Extremely, madam; but it was ſomewhat dew 


of twenty guineas. 


Enter Servant, 


Serv, Madam, here is Mr, Wou'dbe's footman below 
with a meſſage from his maſter, 
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Man. I come to him preſently; do you know that 
Wou'dbe loves Aurelia's couſin and companion, Mrs. Con- 
tance with the great fortune, and that I folicit for him ? 

Rieu. Why, ſhe's engag'd to his elder brother: beſides, 
young Wou'dbe has no money to proſecute an affair of ſuch 
conſequence—you can have no hopes of ſucceſs there, I'm 
ſure, 

Man. Truly, I have no great hope; but an induſtrions 
body you know, wou'd do any thing rather than be idle; 
the aunt is very near her time, and I bave accels to the 
family when I pleaſe. 

Ricn, Now I think on't; prithee, get the letter from 
Wou'dbe, that I gave him juſt now; it wou'd be proper to 
our deſigns upon Trueman, that it ſhou'd net be expos'd. 

Man. And you ſhew'd Clelia's letter to Wou'dbe ? 

Ricn. Yes. 

Man, Eh, you barbarous man. Who the devil 
wou'd oblige you————what pleaſure can you take in ex- 
poling the poor creature? Dear little child, tis pity, indeed 


it is. 
Ric. Madam, the meſſenger waits below; ſo I'll take 
my leave. .[Exit. 
Max. Ab, you're a ſaid man, [Exit. 
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SCENE the Pal 
Conſtance and Aurelia, 


Aux. Rithee, couſin Conſtance, be cheerful ; let the 

dead lord ſleep in peace, and look up to the 
living ; take pen, ipk and paper, and write immediately to 
your lover, that he is now a baron of England, and you 
long to be 2 baroneſs, 

Con. Nay, Anrelia, there is ſome regard due to the me 
mory of the father, for the reſpe& I bear the ſon ; beſides, 
I don't know how, I cou'd wiſh my young lord were at home 
in this juncture: this brother of hi ſome miſchief wil 
happen—1 had a very ugly dream laſt night——in ſhort, | 
am eaten up with the ſpleen, my dear. 

Aux. Come, come, walk about and divert it; the air 
will do you good; think of other people's affairs a little- 
when did you ſee Clelia? 

Con. I'm glad you mention'd her; don't you obſerve be 
gaiety to be much more forc'd than formerly, her humour 
don't fit ſo caſy upon her ? 

AvR, No, nor her ſtays neither, I can aſſure you. 

Cox. Did you obſerve how ſhe devour'd the pomegranatet 

yeſterday ? 
Av. She talks of viſiting a relation in Leiceſterſhire, 
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Con. She fainted away in the country -dance Wer 
night. 0 

Arx. Richmore, ſhunn'd her in 5 walk laſt week. 

Cox. And his footman laugh'd. | 

Auk, She takes Laudanum to make her fleep at nights. 

Cox. Ah, poor Clelia ! What ſhall we do, couſin ? 

Aur. Do! Why nothing till the nine months be up. 

Con. That's cruel, Aurelia, how can you make merry 
with her misfortunes ? | am poſitive ſhe was no eaſy 
ecnqueſt ; ſore ſingular villainy has been praftis'd upon 
her, 

Aux. Ves, yes, the fellow wou'd be practiſing upon me 
too, I thank him. 

Con, Have a care, couſin, he has a promiſing; perſon. 

Aus. Nay, for that matter, his promiſing perſon may as 
fon be broke as his, promifing vaws : nature indeed has made 
him a Giant, and he wars with Heaven as the Giants of 
u . , x 

Con. Then why will you admit his viſits ? 

Av. I never did—but all the ſervants are more his than 
our own: he has a golden key to every door in the houle : 
beſides, he makes my uncle believe that his intentions are 
honourable 3 and indeed he has ſaid nothing yet to Ciſprove 
it—yut, couſin, do you ſee who comes yonder, ſliding 
along the Mall? 

Cov, Captain Trueman, I proteſt; the campaign has 
mprov'd him, he makes a very clean well ur 
dure. 

Avk. Youthful, eaſy, and cos natur d ahd 1 cocks 
vid he would know us, | 

Con, Are you ſure he's well bred ? 

vox, II. : * 
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Av, I tell you he's good-natur'd, and 1 take good 
manners to be nothing but a natural deſire to be eaſy and = 
agreeable in whatever convertation we fall into; and a porter 
with this is mannerly in his way; and a duke without it, 


has but the breeding of a dancing-waſter. nd 
Con, I like hic for his affection to my young lord. 
Aux. And 1 like him for his affection to my young tain 
perſon. | 1 
Con. How, how, couſin ? you never told me that. hot 
Aur. How fhou'd I? he never told it me, but I have C 


diſcover'd it by a great many ſigns and tokens, that are fr, 
better ſecurity for his heart than ten thouſand vows d WW tit! 
promiſes. T 
Con, He's Ricktnore's nephew. that 
Aux. Ah! wou'd he were his heir foowHe's a pretty conſi 
fellow But then he's 4 ſoldrer, ind muſt ſhare his WW Park 
miſtreſs, Honout, in Flanders—== No, no, I'm refolv'd Av 
againſt a man that diſappears all the ſummer like a wood- WH: Vig 
cock, if you 
[As thefe words ate ſpoken, Trueman enters behind Wiſer if 
them, as paſſing over the ſtage, 
Tx ur. That's for me, whoever ſpoke it. 
{The ladies turn about; Aurelia ſurpriſe 
con. What, Captain, you're afraid of every thidg but 
the enemy. 
Tabs. I have reaſon, ladies, to be moſt apprehedſir 
where there is moſt danger: the enemy is fatisfied with 
a leg or an arm, but here I'm in hazard of loſing 


heart. 
Aur. None in the world, fir, no body here deſigns" 


attack it. 
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Tau. But ſuppoſe it be aſſaulted, and taken already, 
madam ? 

aux. Then we'll return it without ranſom. 

Tau. But ſuppoſe, madam, the priſoner chuſe to ſtay 
where it is ? 

Aux. That were to turn deſerter, and you know, Cap- 
tain, what ſuch deſerve, 

Tau. The puniſhment it undergoes this moment— 
hot to death 

Cox. Nay, then, 'tis time for me to put in—Prax, 
fr, have you heard the news of my lord Wou'dbe's 
death ? 

Txve, People mind pot the death of others, madam, 
that are expiring themſelves. [To Conſtance.) Do you 
conſider, madam, the penalty of wounding a man in the 
Pak? - [To Aurelia. 

Aur. Hey day! Why, Captain, d'ye intend to make 
1 Vigo buſineſs of it, and break the boom at once ? Sir, 
if you only rally, pray let my couſin have her ſhare ; 
er if you wou'd be particular, pray be more reſpe&ful, 
fot ſo much upon the declaration, I beſeech you, fir. 

Txvs. 1 have been, fair creature, a perfect coward ig 
my paſſion ; I have had hard ſtrugglings with my fear, 
before | durſt engage, and now perhaps behave but too 
leſperately, 

Avs, Sir, I am very ſorry you have ſaid ſo much; far 
mult puniſh you for't, tho? it be contrary to my inclination 

ome, couſin, will you walk? 

Con, Servant, fir. [Exeunt ladies, 
Ta ux. Charming creature 1 muſt puniſh you 
rt, tho' it be contrary to my inclination Hope 


ud deſpair in a breath. But I'll think the beſt, [Exit, 
L 2 | 
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10 
SCENE changes to Young Wou'dbe's lodgings, 4 

0 

Young Wou'dbe and Mandrake meeting. Jor 

\ 

V. W. Thou life and ſoul of ſecret dealings, we WW ti 
come. Y 


Man, My dear child, bleſs thee—Who wou'd hare BW (nc: 
imagined that I brought this great rogue into the world! dd 
he makes me an old woman, I proteſt—but adſo, my chill, M 
I forgot ; I'm ſorry for the loſs of your father, ſorry at might 
heart, poor man. [Weeps.] Mr. Wou'dbe have you got V. 
drop of brandy in your cloſet ? I an't very well to-day, M 

V. W. That you ſhan't want; but be pleaſtd to (i, 
my dear mother——Here, Jack, the brandy-bottle—Now 
madam,———l have occaſion to uſe you in drefling up1 
handſome cheat for me. 

Max. Idefy any chambermaid in England to do it betir 
I have dreſs'd up a hundred and fifty cheats in ny 
time. [Enter Jack with the brandy-bottle.] Here, bo, 
this glaſs is too big, carry it away, I'll take a ſup out cf th 
bottle, 

V. W. Right, madam————and my buſineſs being te ut b. 
urgent in three words *tis thi 

Max. Hold, fir, till I take advice of my counc! 8d, m 
[Drinks.] There is nothing more comfortable to a pod 
creature, and fitter to revive waſting ſpirits, than a Hue ye 


plain brandy ; I an't for your hot ſpirits, your Roſa 80% Man 
your Ratifia's, your Orange Waters, and the likc e it, 
moderate glaſs of cool Nants is the beſt thin? J. W 


Turn T WINeRIVALLS 121 


v. W. But to our buſineſs, madam—my father is dead, 
1nd | have a mind to inherit his eſtate. 

Man. You put the cale very well. 

v. W. One of two things, I muſt chuſe—either to be a 
lord or a beggar. 

Man, Be a lord to chuſe=tho? I have known ſome that 
have choſen both. 

Y. W. I have a brother that I love very well; but 
face one of us muſt want, I had rather he ſhou'd ſtarve 
than l. 

Max. Upon my conſcience, dear heart, you're in the 
right on t. 

1. W. Now your advice upon theſe heads. 

Max. They be matters of weight; and I muſt conſider. 
[drinks.] Is there a will in the cale ? 

V. W. There is; which excludes me from every foot of 
he eſlate. 

Max, That's bad—where's your brother ? 

Y, W. He's now in Germany, in his way to England, 
ad is expected very ſoon, 

Max. How ſoon ? 

Y. W. Ia a month, or leſs, 

Max. O ho! a month is à great while! our buſineſ; 
dull be done in an hour or two e mult ſuppoſe your 
wther to be dead; nay, he ſhall be actually dead—and my 
, my humble ſervice t'ye [drinks, 
Y. W. O madam, I'm your ladyſhip's moſt 2 — 
ute your words good, and I'll — 

Max. Say no more, fir; = ſhall have it, you "rr 


re it, 


J. W. Ay, but how, dear Mrs, Maadrake? = 


— 
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Man. Mrs. Mandrake ! Is that all ——— Why ng, b 


mother, aunt, grandmother ? Sir, I have done more for po 
you this moment, than all the relations you have in the lui 
world. = 


V. W. Let me hear it. 
Man, By the ſtrength of this potent inſpiration, I have thi 
made you a peer of England, with ſeven thouſand pounds ma 


yea my lord, I wiſh you joy. {Drioks, let 

Y. W. The woman's mad, 1 believe. k 

Man. Quick, quick, my lord! counterfeit a letter pre- to 
ſently from Germany, that your brother is kill*d in a due Wo 
Let it be direQed to your father, and fall into the hands of rec 
the ſteward when you ate by: What ſort of fellow is the y 
ſte ward ? we 


V. W. Why, a timorous half-honeſt man, that a little favs 
per ſuaſions will make a whole knzve—he wants courage to M 
be thoroughly juſt, or entirely a villain—but good backing that 
will make him either, zone 

Max. And he ſhan't want that: I tell you the letter forgo 
muſt come into his hands when you are by; upon this you from 
muſt take immediate poſſeſſion, and ſo you have the bet v. 


part of the law of your fide, My 
. W. But ſuppoſe my brother comes in the men Wi ;. 
time ? v. 


May. This raft be done this very moment: Let hin 


come when you are in poſſeffion, ]'l] warrant we'll finds Ma 
way to keep him out- v. 
V. W. But how, my drar contriver ? your's 
M an. By your father will, man, your father's vil Ma 
that is, one that your father might have made, and v ve are 


we will make for him I'll ſend you a nephew of my g ee, y 
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4 lawyer, that ſhall do the buſineſs; go, get into poſſeſſion, 
polſeflion, I ſay; let us have but the eſtate to back the 
{uit, and you'll find the law too ſtrong for juſtice, I warrant 
ou. 

V. W. My Oracle! How ſhall we revel in delight when 
this great prediction is accompliſh'd-but one thing yet re- 
mains, my brother's miſtreſs, the charming Conſtancemn— 
let her be mine, 

Man, Pho, pho, ſhe's your's o' courſe ; ſhe's contracted 
to you; for ſhe's engag'd to marry no man but my lord 
Wou'dbe's ſon and heir; now you being the perſon, ſhe's 
recoverable by law. | 

v. W. Marry her! No, no, ſhe's contracted to him, 
were injuſtice to rob a brother of his wife, an eaſier 
favour will ſatisfy me. | 

Man, Why, truly, as you ſay, that favour is ſo eaſy, 
that I wonder they make ſuch a buitle about i. but get you 
zune and mind your affairs, I muſt about mine—oh— I had 
forgot — Where's that fooliſh letter you had this morning 
from Richmore ? 

v. w. I have poſted it up in the Chocolate-houſe. 

Max. Yaw, [Shrieke.] 1 ſhall fall into fits; hold 
——ä— 

I. W. No, no, I did but jeſt; here it i but be aſſyr'd, 
madam, I wanted only time to have expos'd it. 

Mau. Ah! you barbarous man, why ſo? 

v. W. Becauſe when knaves of our ſex, and fools of 
your's meet, they make the beſt jeſt in the world, 

Man, Sir, the world has better ſhare in the jeſt, when 
ve are the knaves and you the faols—but look'e, fir, if 
cer you open your mouth about this tricx I' diſcover 
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all your tricks! therefore filence and ſafety on both 
ſides. 

V. W. Madam, you need not doubt my ſilence at pre- 
ſent; becauſe my own affairs will employ me ſufficiently; 
lo there*s your letter. [Gives the letter, 
And now to write my own. [ Exit, 

Max. Adieu, my lotd—let me ſee: [opens the letter 
and reads] If there be a folemnity in proteltations”—that'; 
fooliſh, very fooliſ Why ſhou'd the expect folemnity in 
proteſtations? Um, um, um, I mzy ſtil] depend on the taita 
of my Richmore*-—ah, poor Clelia Um, um, um, | cat 
no longer hide the effedts on't from the world.” —The efied; 
on't! How modeſily is that expreſs'd ? Well, 'tis a pretty 
letter, and I'll keep it. 

[Puts the letter in her pocket, and Exit, 


SCENE, Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe, 
Enter Steward and his Wife, 


Wire. You are fo blame, huſband, you are much to 
blame, in being ſo ſcrupulous. 

STEw. Tis true: this fooliſh conſcience of mine ha 
been the greateſt har to my fortune, 

Wirz. And will ever be ſo, Tell me but one that 
thrives, and I'll ſhew you a hundred that ſtarve by it=—o 
you think *tis fourſcore pound a year makes my LordGouty's 
Stewaid's wife live at the rate of four hundred? Upon my 
word, my dear, I'm as good a gentlewoman as ſhe, and | 
expect to he maintain'd accordingly. *Tis conſcience | 
warrant, that buys her the point-heads, and diamond neck- 
lace : Was it conſcience that bought her the fine houſe i 
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Jermain-{treet ? Is it conſcience that enables the Steward 
to buy when the Lord is forced to ſell ? 

STEW. But what would you have me do? 

Wire, Do! Now's your time; that ſmall morſel of an 
eſtate your Lord bought lately, a thing not worth mention- 


two hundred a year? "twill never be inils'd, 

SrEW. Tis but a ſmall matter, | muſt confeſs; and as a 
reward for my paſt faithful ſervice, I think it but reaſonable 
| hould cheat a little now. 

WIr E. Reaſonable l All the rea ſon that can be; if the 
uvgrateful world won't reward an honeſt inan, why let an 
honeſt man reward himſelf—there's five hundred pounds you 
receiv'd but two days ago, lay them aſide you may ealily 
ſink it in the charge of the funeral 
Do my dear now, kiſs me, ard do it. 

STEw, Well, you have ſuch a winning way with you 
But, my dear, I'm ſo much afraid of my young Lord's 
coming home; he's a cunning cloie man, they ſay, and will 
examine my accounts very narrowly. 

Wire. Ay, my dear, wou'd you had the younger brother 
to deal with; you might manage him as you pleas'd—l ſee 
him coming. Let us weep, let us weep. 

[They pull out their handkerchiefs, and ſeem to mourn, 


Enter Young Wou'dbe. 


STew. Ah, fir, we have all loſt a father, a friend, and a 
ſupporter, 

v. W. Ay, Mr. Steward, we muſt ſubmit to fate, as he 
has done. And it is no ſmall addition to my grief, honeſt 
Mr. Clearaccount, that it is not in my power to ſupply my 


ing; take it towards your daughter Molly's portion what's | 


— 


— & - — 
— eee 
— — 
2 — 
— 
R l 


4" RY „ 
1 


— py : 
8 — 4 

— r 

. A SO. 


* . 


2 
#4 


LG %% gg tr RI » . 
d "EI + rs * 
— 
" = . 


. — — 
2 - 


— —_— 


Taz TWIN-RIVALS. 


126 


father's place to you and your':—your ſincerity and juſtice 
to the dead, merit the greateſt regard from thoſe that ur. 
vive him—had I but wy brother's ability, or he my inclina- 
tions I'll aſſure yon, Mrs, Clearaccount, you ſhould 
not have ſuch cauſe to monrn. 

Wirz. Ah, good noble fir ! 

Srzw. Your brother, fir, I hear, is a very ſevere 
man. 

V. W. He is what the world calls a prudent man, Mr, 
Steward : I have often heard him very ſevere upon men of 
your buſineſs; and has declar'd, that for form's ſake indeed 
he would keep a Steward, but that he would inſpect into all 
his accounts himſelf. ; 

Wire. Aye, Mr. Wou'dbe, you have more ſenſe than 
to do theſe things; you have more honour than to trouble 
your head with your own affair wou'd to Heav'ns we 
were to ſerve you. 

v. W. Wou'd I cou'd ſerve you, madam, - without 
injuſtice to my brother. 


Enter a Servant, 


Serv. A letter for my Lord Wou'dbe, 
STzw, It comes too late, alas ! for his peruſal ; let me 
ee it. [ Opens, and read. 


Frankfort, Octob. 10, New Style. 


Frankfort ! Where's Frankfort, fir ? 

v. W. ia Germany! This letter muſt be from my bro” 
ther; I ſuppoſe he's coming home. 

ST2zw, Tis none of his Hand. Let me ſee, [Reads 


7 
1 


de 
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My Lord, 
AM troubled at this unhappy occaſion of ſending te 
your Lordſhip; your brave ſon, and my dear friend, was 
yeſterday unfortunately Kill'd ia a duel by a German 
Count 


] ſhall love a German Count as long as I live,-My Lord, 


my Lord, now I may call you ſo, fince your elder brother” ; 
end. 


V. W. And Wife. How! 

STzw. Read there. 

[Gives the letter, Wou'be peruſes it. 

V. W. Oh, my fate! à father and a brother in one 
day! Heavens! 'Tis too much Where is the fata 
meflenger ? 

Stxv. A gentleman, fir, who ſaid he came poſt on pur- 
poſe, He was afraid the contents of the letter wou'd 
unqualify my Lord for company; fo he would take another 
time to wait on him, 

Y, W. Ney, then tis true; and there is truth in dreams- 
Laſt night I dreamt 

Wir x. Nay, my Lord, I dreamt too; I dreamt I faw 
your brother dreſs'd in a long Minifter's gown, [Lord bleſs 
us|] with a book in his hand, walking before a dead body 
to the grave. 

Y. W. Well, Mr. Clearaccount, get mourning ready. 

STEw, Will your Lordſhip have the old cover d i 
or 2 new one made. 

v. W. A new one—the old conch, with the grey FRY 


| give to Mrs, Clearaccount here; tis not fit the could 
walk the ſtreets, 
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Wire, Heav'ns bleſs the German Count, I ſay——hyt, 
my Lord 

V. W. No reply, madam, you ſhall have it—and receive 
it but as the earneſt of my favours—Mr, Clearaccount, ] 
double your ſalary, and all the ſervants wages, to mod tate 
their grief for our great loſſes. —Pray, fir, take order about 
theſe affairs, 

STEw. I ſhall, my Lord. {Exeunt Stew. and Wife, 

V. W. So? I have got poſſeſſion of the Caſtle, and if | 
had but a little law to fortify me now, I believe we might 
hold it out a great while, Oh! here comes my altoracy, 


Mr. Subtleman, your ſervant, 


Enter Subtleman. 


SuBT. My Lord, I wiſh you joy; my aunt Mandrake 
has ſent me to receive your commands. 

V. W. Has ſhe told you any thing of the affair? 

SuzT. Not a word, wy Lord, 

V. W. Why then — come nearer, Can you make 2 
man right heir to an eſtate during the life of an elder 
brother. | 

Sus r. I thought you had been the eldeſt, 

Y. W. That we are not yet agreed upon; for you mult 
know, there is an impertinent fellow that takes a fancy to 
diſpute the ſeniority with me—for look'e, fir, my mother 
has unluckily ſow'd diſcord in the family, by bringing forth 
twins: my brother, *tis true, was firſt-born ; but, I believe 
from the bottom of my heart, I was the firlt begotten, 

Sur. I underſtand——you are come to an eſtate and 
dignity, that by juſtice indeed is your own, but by law it 
falls to your brother. 
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v. W. I had rather, Mr, Subtleman, it were his by 
juſtice, and mine by law; for I wou'd have the ſtrongelt 
title, if poſſible. 

Sur. I am very ſorry there ſhou'd happen any breach 
between brethren:——ſo I think it wou'd be but a chriſtian 
and charitable act to take away all farther diſputes, by 
making you true heir to the eſtate by the laſt will of your 
father=———look'e, I'll divide ſtakes ; you ſhall yield the 
elderſhip and honour to him, and he ſhall quit his eſtate to 
you, 

v. W. Why, as you ſay, I don't much care if I do grant 
bim the eldeſt, half an hour is but a trifle : but how hall 
we do about his will? Who ſhall we get to prove it? 

Sur. Never trouble yourſelf for that, I expect a 
turgo of witneſſes and Uſquebagh by the firſt fair wind. 

v. W. But we can't ſtay for them; it muſt be done 
immediately. 

SupT, Well, well; we'll find ſome body, I warrant you, 
to make oath of his laſt words, 

v. W. That's impoſſible; for my father died of an apo- 
plexy, and did not ſpeak at all. 

SyBT, That's nothing, fir : He's not the firſt dead man 
that I have made to ſpeak. 

v. W. You're a great maſter of ſpeech, I don't queſtion, 
fir; and I can aſſure there will be ten guineas for every 
word you extort from him in my favour, 

Sv r. O ſir, that's enough to make your great grandfa- 
tber ſpeak. 

v. W. Come then, I'll carry you to my ſteward; he 
ſtall gfre you the the names of the manors, and the true 


130 Tu TWIN-RIVALVS. 


titles and denominations of the eſtate, and then you ſhall go 
to work, [ Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to the Park. 


Richmore and Trueman meeting. ö 
Ric n. O brave Cuz ! you're very happy with the fair, | J 
find, Pray, which of theſe two Ladies you encounter'd 
Juſt now has your adoration ? 
Truz. She that commands by forbidding it: and fince l 
had courage to declare to herſelf, I dare now own it to the 
world: Aurelia, fir, is my angel. * 
Ric. Hal [A long pauſe.] Sir, I find you're of every 7 
body's religion; but methinks you make a bold flight at , 
firſt : Do you think your Rn s pay will ſtake againſt ſo | 
high a gameſter ? 
Tx uz. What do you mean? * 
RI cn. Mean! Bleſs me, fir, mean Vou're a man of 
mighty honour, we all know. — But I'll tell you a ſecre.- 
the thing is publick already, vil 
Tau. I fſhou'd be proud that all mankind were ac- L 
quainted with it; I ſhou'd deſpiſe the paftion that cou'd F 
make me either aſham'd or afraid to own it. but 
Ricn. Ha, ha, ha: prithee, dear Captain, no more of aro 
theſe Rhodomontado's; you may as ſoon put a Randing- had 
army upon us. —P]I tell you another ſecret, —ſive hundred that. 
pound is the leaſt penny. = 
Tau. Nay to my knowledge, ſhe has fifteen hun- 1 | 
dred. 
RI c RH. Nay to my knowledge, ſhe took five, iy 


Tau. Took five! How ! Where? 
/ 
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Rien. In her lap, in ber lap, Captain; where ſhou'd it 
be ? 

Tab. I'm amaz'd ! 

Ricn. So am I; that ſhe could be fo unreaſonablee_— 


fifteen hundred pound! 'fdeath ! had the that price from 


ou. 
| Tzu. 'Sdeath, I meant her portion. 

Ricn, Why, what have you to do with-her portion ? 

Tau. I lov'd her up to marriage, by this light. 

Ric H. Marriage! Ha, ha, ha; I love the Gipſy for her 
cunning—a young, eaſy, amorous, credulous fellow of two 
nd twenty, was juſt the game the wanted; I find ſhe pre- 
ently ſingled you out from the herd, 

Ta uE. You diſtract me 

Ric u. A ſoldier too, that muſt follow the wars abroad, 
ind leave her to engagements at home. 

Tau. Death and furies; Ill be reveng'd. 

Ricn. Why ? what can you do? you'll challenge her, 
will you ? 

Tavx. Her reputation was ſpotleſs when I went over. 

Ricn. So was the reputation of Mareſchal Boufflers; 
but d'ye think, that while you were beating the French 
abroad, that we were idle at home ?-— No, no, we have 
had our ſieges, our capitulations, and ſurrendries, and all 
that. We have cut ourlelves out good winter quarters as 
well as you, ; 

Tzu. And are you billeted there? 

Ricu. Look'e, Trueman, you ought to be very truſty 
loa ſecret, that has ſav'd you ſrom deſtrution.—ef[n plain 
terme, I have buried five huncred pounds in that little 
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ſpot, and I ſhou's think it very hard, if you took it oye: 
my head. 

TRUE. Not by a leaſe for life, I can aſſure you: but | 
ſhall 

R1icn. What! you han't five hundred pounds to give, 
Look'e, ſince you make no ſport, ſpoil nene. In a year ot 
two ſhe dwindles to a perfect Baſſet- bank; every body may 
play at it that plgaſes, and then you may put in for a piece 
or two. 

Txvuz. Dear fir, I cou'd worſhip you for this. 

Ricu. Not for this, nephew; for J did not intend it, 
but I came to ſeck you upon another affair Were not you 
in the preſence laſt night? 

TRV. | was. 

Rieu. Did you not talk to Clelia, my Lady Taper's 
niece ? 

TV. A fine woman. 

Ricn. Well! I met her upon the ſtairs; and handing 
her to her coach, ſhe aſked me, if you were not my nephew? 
And ſaid two or three warm things, that perſuade me ſhe 
likes you : her relations have intereſt at Court, and ſhe has 
money in her pocket, 

Txzxvt. But—this devil Aurelia ſtill ſticks with me. 

Ricu., What then! The way to love in one place 
with ſacceſs, is to marry in another with conveniences 
Clelia has four thouſand pounds ; this applied to your reign- 
ing ambition, whether love or advancement, will go a great 
way: and for her virtue and conduct, be aſſur'd that no 
body can give a better account of it than myſelf. 
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Tzuz. I am willing to believe from this late accident, 
that you conſult my honour and intereſt in what you propoſe, 
and therefore J am ſatisfied to be governed. 

RicH. I ſee the very Lady in the walk———We'll about 


it, 
Txue. I wait on you. 


SCENE changes to Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe. 
V. Wou'dbe, Subtleman and Steward. 


V. W. Well, Mr. Subtleman, you are ſure the will is firm 
ind gocd in law. 

SusT, I warrant you, my Lord: And for the laſt 
words to prove it, here they are.—Look'e Mr. Clearaccount 
es- that is an anſwer to the queſtion that was put to 
him, [you know] by thoſe about him when he was a dying 
yes, or no, he muſt have faid ; fo we have choſen ye 
es, I have made my will, as it may be found in the cuſtody 
of Mr. Clearaccount my Steward; and I defire it may ſtand 
my laſt will and teſtament.——-Did you ever hear a dying 
man's words more to the purpoſe ? An apoplexy! I tell yon, 
my Lord had intervals to the laſt, 

SrEw. Ay, but how ſhall thele words be prov'd ? 

SusT, My Lord ſhall ſpeak em now. 

V. W. Shall he faith? 

StBT. Ay, now—if the corps ben't bury'd—look'e, fr, 
theſe words muſt be put into his mouth, and drawn out again 
before us all ! and if they won't be his laſt words then 
[ll be perjur'd. ; 

Y. W. What! violate the dead! it muſt not be, Mr 
dabtleman. : | 
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Sus r. With all my heart, fir ! but I think you had better 
violate the dead of a tooth or fo, than violate the living of 
ſeven thouſand pounds a year. 

v. W. But is there no other way ? 

Sus r. No, fir : Why d'ye think Mr. Clearaccount here 
will hazard ſoul and body to ſwear they are his laſt words, 
unleſs they be made his laſt words; for my part, fir, I. 
ſwear to know nothing but what I ſee with my eyes come 
out of a man's mouth. 

V. W. But it looks ſo unnatural. 

Sus r. What! to open a man's mouth, and put in a bit 
of paper !—-this is all. | . 

V. W. But the body is cold, and his teeth can't be gut 
.aſunder. 

guss r. But what occaſion has your father for teeth now? 
1 tell you what. knew a gentleman, three days buried, 
taken out of his grave, and his dead hand ſet to his lf 
will, [unleſs ſome body made him fign another afterward] 
and-I-know the eſtate to be held by that tenure to this day; 
and'a firm'tenure it is; for a dead hand holds faſteſt ; and let 
me tell you, dead teeth will faſten as hard, 


v. W. Well, well, uſe your pleaſure, you underſtan! . 
the law beſt [Exit Subtleman and Steward.] What 1 . 
mighty confuſion is brought in families by ſudden death! WW .- 
Men fhould do well to ſettle their affairs in time 0 


Had my father done this before he was taken ill, whats 
trouble had he ſav'd us? But he was taken ſuddenly, pou "Ya 
than ! ik 
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Re-enter Subtleman. 


Sur. Your father ſtill bears you the old grudge, I find 
it was with much ſtruggling he conſented; I never knew a 
man {o loth to ſpeak in my life. 

v. W. He was always a man of few words, 

Sw sr. Now 1 may as ſafely bear witneſs myſelf as the 
ſcrivener there preſent :———1 love to do things with a clear 
conſcience, IJ [Subſcribes. 

v. W. But the law requires three witneſſes, 

Sur. O! I thall pick a couple more, that perhaps may 
tike my word for't :——But is not Mr. Clearaccount in your 
intereſt ? 

v. W. I hope ſo. 

SvuaT. Then he ſhall be one: a witneſs in the family 
does 2 great way ! beſides, theſe foreign evidences are riſen 
confoundedly ſince the wars, I hope, if mine eſcape the 
privateers, to make an hundred pound a year of every head 
of them. But the Steward is an honeſt man, and ſhall fave 
you the charges. [ Exit, 

V. W. [Solus.] The pride of birth, the heats of appe- 
tite, and fear of want, are ſtrong temptations to injuſtice. 
—But why injuſtice—the world hath broke all civilities 
vith me, and left me in the eldeſt ſtate of nature, wild, 
where force or cunning firſt created right. I cannot ſa l 
ever knew a father: — tis true, I was begotten in his Ife - 
time, but I was poſthumous born, and liv'd not till he died 
my hows indeed I numbered, hut ne er enjoy'd 'em, till 
this moment — my brother ! What is brother? we are al! 
ſo; and the firſt two were enemies. He ſtands before me 

M 2 


— F< 


= 
_— — 


R 
— — . 


2 
= — 
L_ 2 — 3 


136 Tuz TWIN-RIVALS. 


in the road of life to rob me of my pleafures.—My ſenſe; 
form'd by nature for delight, are all alarm'd.— my fight 
my hearing, taſte and touch, call loudly on me for their 
objects, and they ſhall be ſatisfy'd, [Exit 


«© Tn; 


SCENE, a Levee. 


Young Wou'dbe drefling, and ſeveral Gentlemen whiſpericg 


him by turns. 


V. W. QUURELY the greateſt ornament of quality is 1 
clean and numerous levee; ſuch a crowd <> 


attendance for the cheap reward of words and promile; 
diſtinguiſhes the nobility from thoſe that pay wages to thei Play 
ſervants. 7 

[LA Gentleman whiſpers. ] Y 


Sir, I ſhall ſpeak to the Commiſſioners, and uſe all nv Spar 
intereſt, I can aſſure you, fir. 


[ Another whiſpers. ] 


Sir, I ſhall meet ſome of your board this evening; let ne 
ſee you to-morrow. 


[ A Third whiſpers. ] 


Sir, I'll conſider of it=that fellow's breath ſtinks of 1 
bacco. [Aſide.] O, Mr. Comick, your ſervant, 
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Com, My Lord, I wiſh you joy; I have ſomething to 
bew your Lordſhip. 

v. W. What is it, pray, Gr ? 

Com. I have an elegy upon the dead Lord, and a 
panegyrick upon the living one: In utrumque paratus, my 
Lord, | 

v. W. Ha, ha, very pretty, Mr. Comick.—But pray, 
Mr. Comick, why don't you write plays; it wou'd give one 
in opportunity of ſerving you? 

Com, My Lord, I have writ one. 

v. W. Was it ever aded? 

Com. No, my Lord; but it has been a rehearſing theſe 
three years and an half. 

Y.W. A long time. There muſt be a great deal of 
buſineſs in it, ſurely. 

Com. No, my Lord, none at all.—[ have another play 
juſt fniſh'd, but that I want a plot for't. 

v. W. A plot! you ſhou'd read the Italian and Spaniſh 
plays, Mr. Comick—1 like your verſes, here mightily.— 
Here, Mr. Clearaccount. - 

Com. Now for five guineas at leaſt, [ Aſide. 

v. W. Here, give Mr. Comick, give him give him the 
Spaniſh play that lies in the cloſet window. Captain, can 
do you any ſervice ? 

Cay. Pray, my Lord, uſe your intereſt with the General 
for that vacant: commiſſion : I hope, my Lord, the blood I 
tare already loſt, may entitle me to ſpill the remainder in 
my country's cauſe, 

V. W. All the reaſon in the world. Captain, you may 
depend upon me for all the ſervice I can, 
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GewnT, I hope your Lordſhip won't forget to ſpeak to 
the General about that vacant commiſſion, altho' I have 
never made a campaign; yet, my Lord, my intereft in the 
country can raile me men, which I think ſhou'd prefer me 
to that gentleman, whoſe bloody diſpoſition frightens the 
poor people from liſting, 

V. W. All the reaſon in the world, fir; you may depend 
upon me for all the ſeryice in my power.—Captain, 1'l 
do your buſineſs for you—ſir, I'll ſpeak to the General! | 
ſhall ſee him at the houſem—_ 

[To the Gentlemen, 


Enter a Citizen. 


Oh, Mr, Alderman, your ſervant Gentlemen all, I bes 
your pardon, [ Exeunt Levee 
Mr. Alderman, have you any ſervice to command me. 

ALD. Your Lordſhip's humble ſervant -I have: 
favour to beg: You muſt know, I have a graceleſs ſon, 1 
fellow that drinks and ſwears eternally, keeps a whore i 
every corner of the town: In ſhort, he is fit for no kint 
of thing but a ſoldier——I'm ſo tir'd of him, that I interd 
to throw him into the army, let the fellow be ruin'd if be 
will. ; 

v. W. 1 commend your paternal care, fir Can 1 & 
you any ſervice in this affair ? 
Arp. Yes, my Lord; there is a vacant company is 
Colonel Whatd'yecallum's regiment, and if your Lora 
wou'd but ſpeak to the General, 

V. W. Has your lon ever ſery'd ? 

Alp. Serv'd! yes, my Lord, he's an * in th 
train'd bands. 


r 
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v. W. Has he ever ſignaliz'd his courage? 

Arp. Often, often, my Lord; but one day particularly, 
you muſt know, his Captain was ſo buſy ſhipping off a 
cargo of cheeſes, that he left my ſon to command in his 
place Wou'd you believe it, my Lord, he charg'd up 
Cheapſide in the front of the buſt-coats, with ſuch bravery 
and courage, that I could not forbear wiſhing, in the loyalty 
of my heart, for ten thouſand ſuch Officers upon the Rhine. 
—Ah! my Lord, we muſt employ ſuch fellows as him, or 
we ſhall never humble the French King—now, my Lord, 
if you cou'd find a convenient time to hint theſe things to 
the General, 

v. W. All the reaſon in the world, Mr. Alderman, I'll 
do you all the ſervice I can. 

ALD, You may tell him he's a man of courage, fit for 
the ſervice; and then he loves hardſhip.— He fleeps every 
other night in the Round. houſe. 

v. W. I'll do you all the ſervice I can. 

ALD. Then, my Lord, he ſalutes with his pike fo very 
handlomely, it went to his miſtreſs's heart t'other day—he 
beats a drum like an Angel. 

v. W. Sir, I'll do you all the ſervice I can—— 

[Not taking the leaſt notice of the Alderman all this 
while, but drefling himſelf at the glaſs, 

Alp. But, my Lord, the hurry of your Lordſhip's affairs 
may put my buſineſs out of your head ; therefore, my Lord, 
N preſume to leave you ſome memorandum. 

I. W. I'll do yau all the ſeryice I can. 

[Not minding him. 
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— 


ALD. Pray, my Lord, [Pulling him by the fleeve.] güte 
me leave for a memorandum ; my glove, I ſuppoſe, wil 
do : here, my Lord, pray remember me 

[I,ays his glove upon the table, and Exit 

V. W. I'll do you all the ſervice I can—— What, is he 

gone? Tis the moſt rude familiar fellow—faugh, what x 

greaſy gauntlet is here—[a purſe drops out of the glove.] 
Oh ! no, the glove is a clean well made glove, and the 
owner of it the moſt reſpe&ful perſon I have ſeen this ˖ 
morning, he knows what diſtance ¶ chinking the purſe] is t 
due to a man of quality, but what muſt I do for this? 
Friſure [to his valet,] do you remember what the Alderman 
ſaid to me ? 

Fr1s. No, my Lord, I thought your Lerdſhip had. 

v. W. This blockhead thinks a man of quality can mind 


| y 
| 
| 


Con EY EEG 


—— 2 — 


— 


m — x} it oem. noe — et and”. SAG... 


— — — —— 
— 
122 


what people ſay when they do ſomething, 'tis another t 
caſe. Hete, call him back, [ Exit. Friſure.] he talk'd ſome- 

thing of the General, and his ſon, and the train'd-band:, | pi 
know not what ſtuff. bf 


Re-enter Alderman, and Friſure, 


Oh, Mr. Alderman, I have put your memorandum in my 
pocket. 

AL b. O, my Lord, you do me too much honour. 

V. W. But, Mr. Alderman, the buſineſs you were talkirg 
of, it ſhall be done; but if you give a ſhort note of it to 
my ſecretary, it would not be atniſe— but, Mr. Alderman, 
han't you the fellow to this glove, it fits me mighty wel 
putting on the glove, ] It looks fo like a challenge to give 
a man an odd glove —and I wou'd have nothing that lock: 
like enmity between you and I, Mr. Alderman. 
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Alp. Truly, my Lord, I intended the other glove for a 
memorandum ts the Colonel, but ſince your Lordſhip has a 
mind to't—— [Gives the glove. 

Y, W. Here, Friſure, lead this gentleman to my ſecre- 
tary, and bid him take a note of his buſineſs. 

ALD. But, my Lord, don't do me all the ſervice you can 
now. 

v. W. Well, I won't do you all the ſervice I can 
theſe citizens have a ſtrange capacity of ſoliciting ſome- 
times [Exit Ald, 


Enter Steward. 


SrEWw. My Lord, here are your Taylor, your Vintner, 
your Bookſeller, and half a dozen more with their bills at 
the door, and deſire their money, 

v. W. Tell 'em, Mr, Clearaccount, that when I was a 
private Gentleman, I had nothing elſe to do but to run in 
debt, and now that 1 have got into a higher rank, I'm ſo 
very buſy I can't pay it as for that clamorous rogue of a 
Taylor ſpeak him fair, till be has made up my liveries 
then about a year and a half hence, be at leiſure to put him 
of for a year and a half longer. 

STzw. My Lord, there's a Gentleman below calls him- 
ſelf, Mr. Baſſet, he ſays that your Lordſhip owes him fifty 
guineas that he won of you at cards. 

V. W. Look'e, fir,—the Gentleman's money is a debt of 
honour, and muſt be paid immediately. 

STEW, Your father thought otherwiſe, my Lord, he 
always took care to have the poor tradeſmen ſatisfy'd, 
whoſe only ſubſiſtence lay in the uſe of their money, and 
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was uſed to fay, that nothing was honourable but what wu 
honeſt. 

V. W. My father might ſay what he pleas'd, he was 4 
nobleman of ſingular humours—but in my notion, there are 
not two things in natyre more different than honour and 
honeſty now your honeſty is alittle mechanick quality, 
well enough among citizens, people that do nothing but 
pitiful mean actions according to law —but your honour 
flies at a much higher pitch, and will do any thing that's 
free and ſpontaneous, but ſcorns to level itſelf to what is 
only juſt. : | 

STE w, But I thiok it is a little hard to have theſe poor 
people ſtarve for want of their money, and yet pay this 
ſharping raſcal fifty guineas. 

Y. W. Sharping raſcal! What a barbariſm that is? 
Why he wears as good wigs, as fine linen, and keeps 4 
good company as any at White's; and between him and l, 
fir, this ſharping raſcal, as you are pleaſed to call him, fhall 
make more intereſt among the nobility with his cards and 
counters, than a ſoldier ſhall with his ſword and piſtol. 
Pray let him have fvfty guineas immediately. 


[Exennt, 


SCENE, the Street; Elder Wou'dbe writing in 1 
Pocket-book, in a Riding-habit, 


E. W. Monday the 1702. I arriv'd ſafe in London, 
and ſo concluding my travels. 
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Now welcome country, father, friends, 

My brother too, (if brothers can be friends :) 
But above all, my charming fair Conſtance, 
Through all the mazes of my wand'ring ſteps, 
Through all the various climes that I have run; 
Her love has been the loadſtone of my courſe, 
Her eyes the ſtars that pointed me the way ; 
Had not her charms my heart intire poſleſs'd, 
Who knows what Circe's artful voice and look 
Might have enſnar'd my travelling mouth, 

Aud fix'd me to enchantment? 


Enter Teague with a Port-Manteau. He throws it down 
and fits on it, 


Here comes my fellow-traveller, What makes you 
fit upon the portmanteau, Teage! you'll rumple the 
things, 

Te. Be me ſhoule, maiſhter, I did carry the portmantel 


till it tir'd me; and now the the portmantel ſhall carry me 
till I tire him. 


E. W. And how do you like London, Teague, after our 
travels ? 

Tz. Fet, dear joy, 'tis the braveſt plaaſe I have ſheen 
in my peregrinations, exſhepting mine own brave ſhitty of 
Carrick-Vergus—uf, uf, dere iſh @ very fragrant ſhmell 
hereabouts—maiſhter, ſhall I run to that paiſhteery-cook's 
for ſhix penny-worths of boil'd beef? 

E. W. Tho? this fellow travell'd the world over, he would 
never loſe his brogue nor his ſtomach hy, you cormorant, 
lo lung and fo early ! 
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Te, Early! Deel taake me maiſhter, tiſh a great deal 
more than almoſt twelve a-clock. 

E W. Thou art never happy unleſs thy guts be ſtufft up 
to thy eyes. 

Tx. Oh maiſhter, dere iſh a dam way of diſhtance, and 
the deel a bit between, 


Enter Young Wou'dbe in a Chair, with four or ſive Foot- 
men before him, and paſſes over the Stage. 


E. W. Hey da — ho comes here? with one, two, 
three, four, five ſootmen ! ſome young fellow juſt taſting 
the ſweet vanity of fortune—run, Teague, inquire who 
that is, 

Te. Ves, maiſhter. [Runs to one of the footmen.] Sir, 
will you givg mine humble ſharvice to your maiſhter, and 
tell him to ſend me word fat naam iſh upon him? 

Foor. You wou'd know fat naam iſh upon him? 

Tx. Yeſh, fet vou'd I. 

Foor. Why, what are you, fir ? 

Tx. Be me ſhoul, I am a ſhentleman bred and born, and 
dere iſh my maiſhter, 

FooT. Then your maſter would know it ? 

Te. Arah, you fool, iſh it not the ſaam ting ? 

Foor. Then tell your maſter 'tis the young Lord Wou'd. 
be, juſt come to his eſtate by the death of his father, and 
elder brother. [Exit Footman. 

E. W. What do I hear? 

Te, Yau hear dat you are dead, maiſhter, fere vil you 
pleaſe to be buried ? 

E. W. But art thou ſure it was my brother? 
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Tr. Be my ſhoul it vas him nown ſhelf; I know'd him 
very vell, after his maan told me, 

E. W. The buſineſs requires that I be convinc'd with my 
own eyes; I'll follow him agd know the bottom on-. 
ſtay here till I return. 

Tr. Dear maiſhter, have a care upon your ſhelf : now 
they know you are dead, by my ſhoul they may kill you, 

E. W. Don't fear; none of his ſervants know me, and 
['Il take care to keep my face from his ſight. It concerns 
me to conceal myſelf, till I know the engines of this con- 
trivance,— Be ſure you ſtay till I come to you; and let no 
body know whom you belong to. [ Exit. 

Te. Oh, oh, hon, poor Teague is left alone. 

[Sits on the portmanteau, 


Enter Subtleman and Steward, 


SurT. And you won't ſwear to the will? 

STEw, My conſcience tells me 1 dare not do't with 
lafety, 

Sus r. But if we make it lawful, what ſhou'd we fear ? 
We now think nothing againſt conſcience, *till the cauſe 
be thrown out of court, 

STEw. In you, fir, tis no fin, b-cauſe 'tis the principle 
of your profeſſion: but in me, fir, tis downright perjury 
indeed. You can't want witneſſes enough, ſince money 
won't be wanting—and you muſt loſe no time; for I heard 
jaſt now, that the true Lord Woudbe was ſeen in town, or 
his glioſt. 

Sus r. It was his ghoſt, to be ſure: for a nobleman 
without an eſtate, is but à ſhadow of a Lord well take 
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no care: leave me to myſelf; I'm near the Friers; and (ey 
to one ſhall pick up an evidence, 

STzw. Speed you well, fir. [Exit, 

SypT. There's a fellow that has hunger and the galloy; 
pictur'd in his face, and looks like my countryman —— 
How now, honeſt friend, what have you got under yy 
there ? 

Tx. Noting, dear joy. 

Sus. Nothing? Is it not a portmanteau ? 

Tx. That is nothing to yau. 

Sus. The fellow's a wit. 

TE. Fel am I? wy grandfather was an Iriſh poet—he 
did write a great book of verſes concerning the vars between 
St. Patrick and the wolf-dogs. 

Sus. Then thou art poor, I am afraid? 

Tz. By my ſhoul, my ſole generation iſh ſo,——l have 
noting but tiſh portmantel, and that it ſhelf iſh not my 
own. 

Sv nr. Why, who does it belong to? 

Tr. To my maiſliter, dear joy. 

Sus. Then you have a maſter ? 

TE. Fet I have, but he's dead. 

Sue. Right !—And how do you intend to live? 

Tx. By eating, dear joy. fen I can get it, and by ſleep- 
ing fen 1 can get none—'tiſh the faſhion of Ireland. 

SU. What was your maſter's name, pray? 

TE. [Aſide.] I will tell a lee now; but it ſhall be a true 
one,—Macfadin, dear joy, was his naam. He went over 
with King Jamiſh into France. —He was my maſter once. 
Deere iſh de true Lee : noo. [ Aſide, 
Sv r. What employment had he ? 
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Tx. Je ne ſcay pas, 

Sup. What, can you ſpeak French ? 

Tz. Ouy Monfieur,—l did travel France and Spain, ard 
Ita dear joy, I did kiſh the Pope's toe, and dat will 
excuſe me all the fins of my life; and fen I am dead, St, 
Patrick vill excuſe the reſt. 

Sup. A rare fellow for my purpoſe, [Aſide.] Thou 
look'ſt like an honeſt fellow; and if you'll go with me to 
the next tavern, I'll give thee a dinner and a glaſs of 
wine. 

Te. Be me ſhoul 'tis dat I vanted, dear joy: come along: 
| vil follow you. 

[Runs out before Subtleman with the portmanteag on 
his back. Exit Subtleman. 


Enter Elder Wou'dbe, 


E. W. My father dead! my birth-right loſt ! How have 
my drowſy ſtars ſlept over my fortune? Ha! [Looking 
about.] My ſervant gone! the ſimple, poor, ungrateful 
wretch has left me. II took him up from poverty and 
want; and now he leaves me juſt as I found him. M); 
cloaths and money too ?—But why ſhould I repine? Let 
man but view the danzers he has paſt, and few will fear 
what hazards are to come. That Providence that has ſe- 
cur'd my life from robbers, ſhipwreck, and from ſickneſs, 
is ſtill the ſame ; ſtill kind whilft Tam juſt.— My death, 
I find, is firmly believ'd; but how it gain'd fo 'univerſal 
credit, I fain wou'd learn - Who comes here Honeſt 
Mr. Fairbank | my father's goldſmith, a man of ſubſtance 
and integrity. The alteration of five years abſence, with 
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the report of my death, may ſhade me from his knowledge, 
till I enquire ſome news. [Enter Fairbank. ] Sir, your hum- 
ble ſervant, 

FAIR. Sir, I don't know you. [Shunning him, 

E. W. I intend you no harm, fir; but ſeeing you come 
from my Lord Wou'dbe's houſe, I would aſk you a queſtion 
or two—pray what diſtemper did my Lord die of? 

FAIR. I am told it was an apoplexy. 

E. W. And pray, fir, what does the world ſay? Is his. 
death lamented ? 

FAIR. Lamented ! my eyes that queſtion ſhould reſolve; 
friend. Thou knew'ſt him not; elſe thy own heart had 
anſwer'd thee. 

E. W. His grief, methinks, chides my defect of filial 
duty. [Aſide.] But I hope, fir, his loſs is partly recom- 
pens'd in the merits of his ſucceſſor ? 

FAIR. It might have been; but his eldeſt ſon, heir to 
bis virtue and his honour, was lately and unfortunately kill d 
in Germany. 

E. W. How unfortunately, fir ? 

FAIR. Unfortunately for him and us do re- 
member him he was the mildeit, humbleſt, ſweeteſt 


© aw cow Mo 


youth, b 

E. W. Happy indeed had been my part in life, if I had 4 
left this human ſtage, whilſt this ſo ſpotleſs, and ſo far WI * 
applauſe, had crown'd my going off. [Aſide.] Well, fir? 4 

FAIR. But thoſe that ſaw him in his travels, told ſuch wor- _ 
ders of his improvement, that the report recall'd his father's By 
years; and with the joy to hear his Hermes prais'd, he oft hs 


would break the chains of gout and age; and leaping up 
with ſtrength of greeneſt youth, cry, my Hermes is myſelf, 
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methinks I live my ſprightly days again, and I am young in 
him. 

E. W. Spite of all modeſty, a man muſt own a pleaſure 
in the hearing of his praiſe. | (Aſide, 

Farr. You're thoughtful, fir=Had you any relation to 
the family we talk of? 

E. W. None, fir, beyond my private concern in the BEL 
lick loſs-— but pray fir, what character does the preſent 
Lord bear ? 

Faik. Your pardon, fir. As for the dead, their memo- 
ries are left unregarded, and tongues may touch them freely : 
but for the living, they have provided for the ſafety of their 
names by a ſtrong incloſure of the law, There's a thing 
call'd Scandalum Magnatum, fir, 

E. W. I commend your caution, fir; but be aſſur'd I 
intend not to entrap you——-l am a poor gentleman ; and 
having heard much of the charity of the old Lord Wou'dbe, 
| had a mind to apply to his ſon; and therefore enquir'd his 
character, 

Fair, Alas! fir, things are chang'd: that houſe was 
once what poverty might go a pilgrimage to ſeek, and have 
its pains rewarded—the noble Lord, the truly noble Lord, 
held his eſtate, his honour, and his houſe, as if they were 
on]y lent upon the intereſt of doing good to others. He 
kept a porter not to exclude but ſerve the poor. No credi- 
tor was ſeen to guard his going out, or watch his coming 
in: no craving eyes, but looks of ſmiling gratitude.——— 
But now, that family, which like a garden fairly kept, 
invited every ſtranger to its fruit and ſhade, is now run o'er 
with weeds ; nothing but wine and revelling within, 2 
crowd of noiſy creditors without, a train of ſervants ĩuſo- 

Vor, II. N 
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lently proud—Won'd you believe it, fir, as I offer'd to go 

in juſt now, the rude porter puſh'd me back with his ſtaff 
| | am at this preſent (thanks to Providence and my 
induſtry) worth twenty thouſand pounds. I pay the fifth 
part of this to maintain the liberty of the nation; and 
yet this ſlave, the impudent Swiſs ſlave, offer'd to ſtrike 
me. 

E. W. Twas hard, fir, very hard: —and if they us'd a 
man of your ſubſtance ſo roughly, how will they manage 
me, that am not worth a groat ? 

Fair. I wou'd not willingly defraud your hopes of what 
may happen. If you can drink and ſwear, per- 
hipe———— | 

E. W. I ſhall not pay that price for his Lordſhip's { 
bounty wou'd it extend to half he's worth. Sir, I give [ 
you thanks for your caution, and ſhall ſteer another 
courſe. 


FAIR. Sir, you look like an honeſt modeſt gentleman. u 
Come home with me; I am as able to give you a dinner a; 
my Lord; and you ſhall be very welcome to eat at my table m 
every day til! you are better provided, m 


E. W. Good man. [ aſide] Sir, I muſt beg you to excuſe 
me to day: but I ſhall find a time to accept of your fayours, 
or at leaſt to thank you for 'em. 

Fix. Sir, you ſhall be very welcome whenever you 
pleaſe.  * Exit. 

E. W. Gramercy, citizen! ſurely, if juſtice were u 
herald ſhe would give this tradeſman a nobler coat of arms 
than my brother, But I delay: I long to vindicate the 
honour of my ſtation, and to diſplace this bold uſurper : 
but one concern, methinks, is nearer ſtill, my Conſtance 


cro 
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ſhou'd ſhe upon the rumonr of my death, have fixt her 
heart elſewhere,=-then I were dead indeed | but if ſhe ſtill 
prove true, brother, ſit faſt. 


I'll ſhake your ſtrength, all obſtacles remove, | 
Suſtain'd by juſtice, and inſpir'd by love. [Exit. 


SCENE, an Apartment. Conſtance, Aurelia. 


Con, For Heav'n ſake, couſin, ceaſe your impertinent 
conſolation : it but makes me angry, and raiſes two paſſions 
in me inſtead of one, You ſee I commit no extravagance, 
my grief is ſilent enough: my tears make no noiſe to diſ- 
turb any body. I deſire no companion in my ſorrows; leave 
me to myſelf, and you comfort me. 

Avg. But, couſin, have you no regard to your repu- 
tation? this immoderate concern for a young fellow. What 
will the world ſay, you lament him like a huſband 

Con, No; you miſtake : I have no rule nor method for 
my grief; no pomp of black and darkned rooms; no formal 
month for viſits on my bed. I am content with the flight 
mourning of a broken heart; and all my form is tears, 


Enter Mandrake, 


Max. Madam Aurelia,” madam, don't diftarb her. 
Every thing muſt have its vent, tis a hard caſe to be 
croſs'd in one's firſt love ut you ſhou'd conſider, madam, 
to Conſtance] that we are all, born to "= ſome young, 
ſome old, 
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Cox. Better we all dy'd young, than to be plagu'd with 
age, as I am. I find other folks years are as troubleſome to 
us às our OWN, 

Man. You have reaſon, you have cauſe to mourn, He 
was the handſomeſt man, and the ſweeteſt babe, that [ 
know; tho' I muſt confeſs, too, that Ben had much the 
finer complexion when he was born : but then Hermes, 0 
yes, Hermes had the ſhape that he had but of all the 
infants that I ever beheld with my eyes, I think Ben had 
the fineſt ear, wax*work, perfect wax-work ; and then be 

did fo ſputter at the breaſt !--His nurſe was a heal, well 
complexioned ſprightly jade, as ever I ſaw; but her milk 
was a little too ſtale; tho' at the ſame time, twas as blue 


and clear as a cambrick. 
Aux. Do you intend all this, madam, for a conſolation 


to my couſin ? 

Man, No, no, madam, that's to come,—1']l tell you, th 
fair lady, you have only loſt the man; the eſtate and title 70 
are ſtill your own ; and this very moment I wou'd ſalute 
you, Lady Wou'dbe, if you pleas'd, 

Con. Dear madam, your propoſal is very tempting, let 
me but conſider *till to-morrow, and Fill give you an 


anſwer, 

Man. I knew it, I knew it; I ſaid, when you were E 
born, you wou'd be a Lady; I knew it. To-morrow you of Ii 
ſay, my Lord ſhall know it immediately. Ei. A 

Aux. What d'ye intend to do, couſin ? F. 

Con. To go into the country this moment, to be free band, 
from the impertinence of condolance, the perſecution of vhoſe 
that monſter of a man, and that devil of a woman.) CE ſn 

Rape. 


Aurelia, I long to be alone. 1 am become ſo fond of grief 
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that I would fly where I might enjoy it all, and have no in- 
terruption in my darling ſorrow. 


Enter Elder Wou'dbe unperceiv'd. 


E. W. In tears! perhaps for me! I'll try 
[Drops a picture, and goes back to the entrance, and 
liſtens, 

Aux. If there be ought in grief delightful, don't grudge 
me a ſhare, 

Cox. No, my dear Aurelia, I'll engroſs it all. I lov'd 
bim ſo, methinks I ſhou'd be jealous if any mourned his 
death beſides myſelf, What's here? ¶ takes up the picture] 
hal ſee couſin— the very face and features of the man! 
ſure ſome officious Angel has brought me this for a compa- 
nion in my ſolitude—now I'm fitted out for ſorrow. With 
this I'll ſigh, with this converſe, gaze on his image till [ 
grow blind with weeping. 

Aux. I'm amaz'd ! how came it here 

Con. Whether by miracle or human chance, 'tis all 
alike; 1 have it here: nor ſhall it ever ſeparate from my 
breaſ.—— it's the only thing cou'd * me joy, becauſe it 
will inereaſe my grief. 

E. W. ¶Entring. ] Moſt glorious woman ! now I am fond 
of life, 

Aus, Ha | What's this? Your buſineſs, pray fir ? 

E. W. With this Lady. [Goes to Conſtance, takes her 
hand, and kneels.} Here let me worſhip that perfection, 
whoſe virtue might attract the liſt' ning Angels, and make 
em ſmile to ſee ſuch purity, ſo like themſelves in human 


ſtape, 
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Con, Hermes 
E. W. Your living Hermes, who ſhall die yours too, 

Cox. Now paſſion, powerful paſſion, would bear me like , 
whirlwind to his arms: but my ſex has bounds—"tis won- 
drous, fir! 

E, W. Moſt wondrous are the works of fate for man, 
and moſt cloſely laid, is the ſerpentine line that guides him 
into happineſs that hidden power which did permit thoſe 
arts to cheat me of my-birth-right, had this ſurpriſe of hap- 
pineſs in ſtore, well knowing that grief is the beſt prepara» 
tive for joy. 

Con. I never found the true ſweets of love, till 
this romantick turn, dead and alive! my ſtars are poetical, 
For Heav'ns ſake, fir, unriddle your fortune. 

E. W. That my dear brother muſt do 3 for he made the 
Enigma. 

Aus. Methinks I ſtand here like a fool all this while: 
Would I had ſomebody or other to ſay a fine thing or two to 
[ me 
| E. W. Madam, I beg ten thouſand pardons : 1 have my 
excuſe in my hand, 

Aux. My Lord, I wiſh you joy. 

E. W. Pray, madam, don't trouble me with a title til 
1 am better equipt for it. My peerage wou'd look a littl 
ſhabby in theſe robes, 

Con, Von have a good excuſe, my Lord; you can wer 
better when you pleaſe. 


E. W. I have a better excule, madam,thelſe are the oy 
beſt I have. | 
Coy. How, my Lord? mi 
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E. W. Very true, madam, I am at preſent, I believe, the 
pooreſt Peer in England, —Hark'e, Aurelia, prithee lend 
me a piece or two. 

Aur, Ha, ha, ha, poor Peer indeed! he wants 2 
guined. 

Con. I'm glad on't with all my heart. 

E. W. Why fo, madam ? 

Con. Becauſe I can furniſh you with five thouſand, 

E. W. Generous woman! 


Enter Trueman. 


Ha, my friend too ! 

Taux. I'm glad to find you here, my Lord: here's 2 
current report about town that you were kill'd. I was 
afraid it might reach this family; ſo I come to diſprove the 
ſtory by your letter to me by the laſt poſt. 

Aus, I'm glad he's come; now it will be my turn, 
touſin. 

Taux. Now, my Lord, I wiſh you joy; and I expect the 
ſame from you. 

E. W. With all my heart; but upon what ſcore ? 

Tzxuz. The old ſcore, marriage. 

E. W. To whom? 

Txuz. To a neigbour Lady here. 

[Looking at Aurelia, 

Aux. Impudence! [Aſide.] The Lady mayn't be ſo near 
u you imagine, fir. 

" Txvz, The Lady mayn't be ſo near as you imagine, 
mtdam, 


156 Su © WwIiWmeKEVALS 


Au. Don't miſtake me, fir: I did not care if the Lady 
were in Mexico, 

Txve. Nor I neither, madarn, 

Aux. You're very ſhort, fir, 

TrvE, The ſhorteſt pleaſures are the ſweeteſt, you 
know. 

Aux. Sir, you appear very different to me, from what 
you were lately. 

Txux. Madam, you appear very different to me to what 
you were lately. 

Aux. Strange 

[This while Conſtance and Woy'dbe entertain ond 
another in dumb ſhew. 

Tau. Miraculous ! 

Aux. I could never have believ'd it. 

Ta vx. Nor l, as I hope to be ſav'd. 

Aux. Ill manners! 

TRx ux. Worſe, l 

Aux. How have I deſerv'd it, fir? Pp 

Tx ok. How have I deſerv'd it, madam ? 

Ausz. What? 

TRUE. You, 

Aux. Riddles 

Tzu. Women '—my Lord, you'll hear of me at White's 
Farewel. [Runs off, 

E. W. What, Trueman gone 

Aux. Yes. L Walks about in diſorder, 

Cow. Bleſs me; what's the matter, couſin ? V. 

Aux. Nothing, | 

Con. Why are you uneaſy ? 

Avs, Nothing. 
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Cow. What ails you then? 

Aur, Nothing don't love the fellow——yet to be 
affronted,, I can't bear it. 

{Burſts out a crying, and runs off, 

Con. Your friend, wy Lord, has affronted Aurelia. 

E. W. Impoſſible! His regard to me were ſufficient 
ſecurity for his good behaviour here, tho' it were in his 
nature to be rude elſe where. She has certainly us'd 
him ill. 

Con. Too well rather. 

E. W. Too well! have a care, madam that with ſome 
men, is the greateſt provocation to a ſlight, 

Con. Don't miſtake, my Lord, her uſage never went 
farther than mine to you; and I ſhould take it very ill to 
be abus'd for if, 

E. W. I'll follow him, and know the cauſe of it. 

Con. No, my Lord, we'll follow her, and know it : 
Beſides your own affairs with your brother require you at 


preſent. [Exeunt, 


/ 
. 


SCENE, Lord Wou'dbe's Houſe. 


Young Wou'dbe and Subtleman. 


V. w. TÞ ETURN'D! Who ſaw him? Who ſpoke with 
him ? He can't be return'd, 

SUBT, My Lord, he's below at the gate parlying with 
the porter, who has private orders from me to admit no body 
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till you ſend him word, that we may have the more time 
to ſettle our affairs. 

V. W. Tis a hard caſe, Mr. Subtleman, that a man can't 
enjoy his right without all this trouble. 

Sus r. Ah, my Lord, you ſee the benefit of law now, 
what an advantage it is to the publick for ſecuring of pro- 
perty.— Had you not the law o' your fide, who knows what 
devices might be practisꝰd to defraud you of your right=but 
I have ſecur'd all, —The will is in true form; and you have 
two witneſſes already to ſwear to the laſt words of your 
father. | 

Y. W. Then you have got another. 

Sus r. Yes, yes, A right one ;—and I ſhall pick up an» 
other time enough before the term; and I have planted 
three or four conſtables in the next room, to take care of 
your brother if he ſhould be boiſterous, 

V. W. Then you think we are ſecure, 

SuBT. Ay, ay, let him come now when he pleaſes ;= 
I'll go down, and give orders for his admittance, 

V. W. Unkind brother ! to diſturb me thus, juſt in the 
ſwing and ſtretch of my full fortune! Where is the tye of 
blood and nature, when brothers will do this ? had he but 
ſtaid till Conſtance had been mine, his preſence or his ab- 
ſence had been then indifferent. 


Enter Mandrake, 


-Man, Well, my Lord, [pants as out of breath.] Von! 
ne'er be ſatisfy'd, you have broke my poor heart. I have 


had ſuch ado yonder about you with Madam Conſtance 
but ſhe's your own. 
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Y, W. How! my own! ah, my dear helpmate, I'm 
afraid we are routed in that quarter: my brother's come 
home. 

Man, Your brother come home; then I'll go travel. 

: [ Going, 

v. W. Hold, hold, madam, we are all ſecure; we have 
provided for his reception; your nephew Subtleman has (topt 
pp all paſſages to the eſtate. _ 

Man. Ay, Subtleman is a pretty, thriving, ingenious 
boy. Little do you think who is the father of him. I'II 
tell you, Mr. Moabite the rich Jew in Lombard-ſtreet, 

v. W. Moabite the Jew ! | 

Man. You ſhall hear, wy Lord :—one evening, as I was 
yry grave in my own houſe, reading the — Weekly Prepa- 
ration Ay, it was the Weekly Preparation, I do remem- 
der particularly well. — What hears me but pat, pat, 
pat, very ſoftly at the door. Come in cries I, and preſently 
enters Mr. Moabite, follow'd by a ſnug chair, the windows 
cloſe drawn, and it was a fine young virgin juſt upon the 
point of being deliver'd—We were all in a great hurly 
burly for a while to be ſure ; but our production was a fine 
boy,—l had fifty guineas for my trouble; the Lady was 
wrapt up very warm, plac'd in her chair, and reconvey'd to 
the place ſhe came from. Who ſhe was, or what ſhe Was, 
1 :ou'd never learn, tho'ꝰ my maid ſaid that the chair went 
thro! the park—but the child was left with me. The father 
wou'd have made a Jew on't preſently, but I ſwore if he 
committed ſuch a barbarity on the infant, that I would di ſ. 
cover all.--So I had him brought up a good chriſtian, and 
bound prentice to an attorney. : 

v. W. Very well! 
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Man. Ah, my Lord, there's many a pretty fellow in 
London that knows as little of their true father and mother 
as he does: I have had ſeveral ſuch jobs in my time; — there 
was one Scotch nobleman that brought me four in half x 
year, 

V. W. Four | and how were they all provided for? 

Man. Very handſomely indeed; they were two ſons and 
two daughters; the eldeſt fon rides in the firſt troop of 
guards, and the other is a very pretty fellow, and his father's 
valet de chambre, 

V. W. And what is become of the daughters, pray 

Man, Why, one of 'em is a manteau-maker, and the 
youngeſt has got into the play-houſe,——Ay, ay, my Lord, 
let Subtleman alone, I'll warrant he'll manage your bro- 
ther: adſmylife, here's ſome body coming, I wou'd not be 
ſeen, 

Y, W. Tis my brother, and he'll meet you upon the 
ſtairs ; adſo, get into this cloſet till he be gone. 
[Shute her into the cloſet, 


Enter E. Wou'dbe and Subtleman. | 


My brother ! deareſt brother welcome ! 
[Runs and embraces him, 


E. W. I can't diſſemble, fir, elſe I wou'd return your 
falſe emhrace. 

v. W. Falſe embrace ! ſtill ſuſpicious of me ! I thought 
that five years abſence might have cool'd the unmanly beats 
of our childiſh days; that I am overjoy'd at your return, 
let this teſtify, this moment I reſign all right and title to 
your honour, and ſalute you Lord, 
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E. W. I want not your permiſſion to enjoy my right ; 
nere I am Lord and Maſter without your reſignation ; and 
the firſt uſe I make of my authority, is, to diſcard that 
rude, bull-fac'd fellow at the door, Where is my ſteward ? 
[Enter Clearaccount.] Mr, Clearaccount, let that pamper'd 
centinal below, this minute be diſcharg'd. Brother, 1 
wonder you cou'd feed ſuch a ſwarm of lazy, idle drones 
about you, and leave the poor induſtrious bees, that fed you 
from their hives, to ſtarve for want.-Steward, look to't 3 
if have not diſcharges for every farthing of my father's 
debts upon my toilet to-morrow — you ſhall follow 
the tipſtaff, I can aſſure you. 

v. W. Hold, held, my Lord, you ay too large a 
power, methinks, o'er my family, 

E. W. Your family 

v. W. Ves, my family; you have no title to Lord it 
dere Mr. Clearaccount, you know your maſter. 

E. W. How ! a combination againſt me Brother, take 
heed how you deal with one, that cautious of your falſhood, 
comes prepar'd to meet your arts, and can retort your cun- 
ning to your infamy : your black unnatural deſigns againſt 
my life, before I went abroad, my charity can pardon ; but 
my prudence muſt remember to guard me from your malice 
for the future. 

v. W. Our father's weak and fond ſurmiſe ! which he 
open his death-bed own'd; and to recompenſe me for that 
injurious, unnatural ſuſpicion, he left me ſole heir to his 
ſlate Now, my Lord, my houſe and ſervants are——at 
your ſervice. 

E, W. Villainy beyond example ! have I not letters from 
my father, of ſcarce a fortaight's date, where he repeats 
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his fears for my return, leſt it ſhould again _ me to 
your hatred ? 

SusT, Well, well, theſe are no proofs, no proofs, my 
Lord; they won't paſs in court againſt poſitive evidence, 
here is your father's will, figoatum & ſigillatum, beſides 
his laſt words to confirm it, to which 1 can take my poſitive 
oath in any court of Weſtminſter, 

E. W. What are you, fir? 

Su sr. Of Clifford's inn, my Lord, I wikis to the 
law. 

E. W. Thou art the worm and maggot of the law, bred 
in the bruis'd and rotten parts, and now are nouriſh'd on the 
ſame corruption that produc'd thee.— Tbe Engliſh lay, 
as planted firſt, was like the Engliſh oak, ſhooting its ſpread- 
ing arms around, to ſhelter all that dwelt beneath it 
ſhade :——— but now whole ſwarms of caterpillars, like 
you, hang in ſuch cluſters upon every branch, that the 
once thriving tree now ſheds infectious vermin on our 
heads, 

V. W. My Lord, I have ſome company above ; if your 
Lordſhip will drink a glaſs of wine, we ſhall be proud of the 
honour | if not, I ſhall attend you at any court of judicy 
ture, whenever you pleaſe to ſummon me. [Going, 

E. W. Hold, ſir.— perhaps my father's dying weaknef 
was impos'd on, and he has left him heir; if fo, his will 
ſhall freely be obey'd. [Afide.] Brother, you ſay you hare 
a will. 

Sus r. Here it is. She wing a parchment, 

E. W. Let me ſee it. 

Sus r. There's no precedent for that, my Lord. 

E. W. Upon my honour, I'll reſtore it, 
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v. W. Upon my honour, but you ſhanꝰ t. 

[Takes it from Subt. and puts it in his pocket. 

E. W. This over caution, brother, is ſuſpicious. 

Y, W. Seven thouſand pounds a year is worth looking 
after, 
| E. W. Therefore you cannot take it ill that I am a little 

inquiſitive about it.—-Have you witneſſes to prove my father's 
dying words ? 
v. W. A couple in the houſe. 

E. W. Who are they? 

l Sur. Witneſſes, my Lord l Tis unwarrantable to 
: enquire into the merits of the cauſe out of court — 
) client ſhall anſwer no more queſtions, 

E. W. Perhaps, fir, upon a ſatisfaQory account of his 
title, 1 intend to leave your client to the quiet enjoyment 
of his right, without troubling any court with the buſineſs ; 
| therefore deſite to know what kind of perſons are theſe 
witneſſes. | 

Sus r. Oh, he's a coming about. [Aſide.] I told your 
Lordſhip already, that I am one, another is in the houſe, 
one my Lord's footman. 

E. W. Where's this footman ? 

v. W. Forth- coming. 

E. W. Produce him. 

SvBT, That I ſhall preſentiy.— The day's our own, ſir; 
{to Y. W.] But you ſhall engage firſt to aſk him no crofs 
queſtions, [Exit Subt. 

E. W. Iam not f{kill'd in ſuch : but, pray brother, did 
mj father quite forget me ? left me nothing ! 


v. W. Truly, my Lord, nothing ;=he ſpoke but little, 
left no legacies, 
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E. W. Tis ſtrange ; he was extremely juſt, and loy'd me 
but perhaps =— 
Enter Subtleman with Teague, 

Sor. My Lord, here's another evidence. 

E. W. Teague 

V. W. My brother's ſervant ! 

[They all four ſtare upon one another, 

SusBT. His ſervant ! 

TA. Maiſhter! ſee here maiſhter, I did get all dif, 
[chinks money. ] for being an evidenſh, dear joy; an be me 
ſhoule, I vil give de half of it to you, if you vill give me 
your permiflion to maake ſwear againſt you. 

E. W. My wonder is divided between the villainy of the 
fact, and the ainazement of the diſcovery ! Teague | my 
very ſervant ! ſure I dream 

Tx 4. Fet, dere iſh no dreaming in de caſh 3 I'm ſure the 
eroon pieceſh are awaake, for I have been taaking with 
them diſh half hour. 

V. W. Ignorant unlucky man, thou haſt ruin'd me; why 
had not I a ſight of him before ? | 

Sor r. I thought the fellow had been too ignorant to be 
a knave. 

TEA. Be me ſhoule, you lee, dear joy—l can bear knave, 
as vel as you, fen I tink it conveniency. 

E. W. Now, brother! ſpeechleſs! your oracle too 
filenc'd ! Is all your boaſted fortune ſunk to the guilty bluſh» 
ing for a crime? but I ſcorn io inſult. Let diſappointment 
be your puniſhment : but for your lawyer there, — Teague, 
lay hold of him. | 

Sus r. Let none dare to attack me without 2 legs! 
warrant. | 


too; 
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Tx 4. Attach ! no, dear joy, I cannot attach you but 
I can catch you by de troat, after de faſhion of Ireland. 
[Takes Subtleman by the throat. 
Sus r. An aſſault! an aſſavlt ! 


Tzxa. No, no, tiſh noting but choaking, noting but 


choaking. 

E. W. Hold him faſt, Teague now, ſir, [to . 
becauſe I was your brother, you wou'd have betray'd me; 
and becauſe I am your brother, I forgive it Aiſpoſe your- 
ſelf as you think fit,—I'll order Mr. Clearaccount to give 
you a thouſand pounds, Go take it, and pay me by your 
abſence. 

v. W. I ſcorn your beggarly benevolence : had my deſigns 
ſucceeded, I wou'd not have allow'd you the weight of a 
wafer, and therefore will accept none, As for that 
lawyer, he deſerves to be pillory'd, not for his cunning in 
deceiving you, but for his ignorance in betraying me. 

The villain has defrauded me of ſeven thouſand pounds a 


year. Farewel. [ Going. 


Enter Mandrake out of the Cloſet, runs to. Y. W. and 
kneels. 


Man. My Lord, my dear Lord Wou'dbe, 1 beg you ten 
thouſand pardons, 

Y, W. What offence haſt thou done to me ? 

Man. An offence the moſt injurious—l have hitherto 
conceal'd a ſecret in my breaſt, to the offence of juſtice, 
and the defrauding your Lordſhip of your true right and 
title, You, Benjamin Wou'dbe, with the crooked back, 
are the eldeſt born, and true heir to the eſtate and digs \ 
nity, - 

* II. 0 


166 Tar rinnen 


. How ? 

_ Arah, how ? 

Man. Nene, my Lord, can tell better than I, whs 
brought you both into the world my deceas'd Lord, upon 
the ſight of your deformity, engag'd me, by a conſiderable 
reward, to ſay you were the laſt born, that the beautiful twin, 
likely to be the greater ornament to the family, might 
ſucceed him in his honour.— This ſecret my conſcience ha; 
long ſtruggled with Upon the news that you were left 
heir to the eſtate, I thought juſtice was ſatisfied, and I wa 
reſolved to keep it a ſecret ſtill; but my ſtrange chance 
over-hearing what paſs'd juſt now, my poor conſcience waz 
rack'd, and I was forc'd to declare the truth. 

V. W. By all my former hopes, I cou'd have ſworn it: 
I found the ſpirit of elderſhip in my blood; my pulſes beat 
and ſwell'd for ſeniority. Mr, Hermes Wou'dbe,u 
I'm your moſt humble ſervant, [Foppiſhly, 

E. W. Hermes is my name, my chriſtian name; of which 
I am prouder than of all titles that honour gives or flattery 
beſtows.—But thou, vain bubble, puft up with the empty 
breath of that more empty woman; to let thee ſee how | 
deſpiſe thy pride, I'l] call thee Lord, dreſs thee up in titles 
like a King at Arme; you ſhall be blazon'd round, like any 
Church in Holland; thy pageantry ſhall exceed the Lord 
Mayor's; and yet this Hermes, ow Hermes, ſhall deſpiſe 
thee. 

SuBT., Well, well, this is nothing to the purpoſe 
miſtreſs will you make an affidavit of what you have aid, 
before a Maſter in Chancery ? 

Max. That I can, tho' I were to die the next minute 


after it, 


/ 
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Tea. Den, dear joy, you vou'd be dam the next minute 
after dat, 

E. W. All this is trifling, I muſt purge my houſe of this 
neſt of villainy at once, ——Here, Teague, [whiſpers 
Teague.] Go make haſte, 

Tea. DatI can— [As he runs out, V. W. ſtops hitn · 

v. W. Where are you going, fir ? 

TEA. Only for a pot of ale, dear joy, for you and my 
maiſhter, to drink friends. 

v. W. Vou lie, ſirrah. Puſhes him back. 

Tx a. Fet I do ſo, 

E. W. What violence to my ſervant! Nay then I'll force 
him a paſſage. | 

SusT. An aſſault, an aſſault upon the body of a Peer. 
Within there! 


[Enter three or four conſtables, one of 'em with a black 
patch on his eye. They diſarm E. W. and { iecure 
Teague. 


E. W. This plot was laid for my reception. Unhand me; 
conſtable, | | 

V. W. Have a care, Mr. Conſtable, the man is mad; 
he's poſſeſs'd with an odd frenſy, that he's my brother, 
and my elder too : So, becauſe I wou'd not very willingly 
relgn my houſe and eſtate, he attempted to murder 
re. 

dos r. Gentlemen, take care of that fellow: he made 
in aſſault upon my body, vi & armis. 

TIA. Arah, fat is dat wy at armiſii? 

SUB, No matter, ſirrah; I ſhall have you hang'd. 

O2 
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TEA. Hang'd, dat is nothing, dear joy; we are ud 
to't. 

E. W. Unhand me, villains, or by all-—— 

TA. Have a caar, dear maiſhter, don't ſwear; we hal 
be had in the Croon-offiſh : you know dere iſh ſharpers about 
us. [ Looking about on them that hold him. 

V. W. Mr. Conſtable, you know your direct ions; away 
with 'em. 

E. W. Hold 

ConsT. No, no, force him away, 

[They all hurry off, manent V. W. and Mandrake. 

V. W. Now my dear propheteſs, my Sibyl; by all m | 
dear deſires and ambitions, I do believe you have ſpoken the 
truth—l am the elder. 

Man. No, no, fir, the devil a word on't is true. 
wou'd not wrong my conſcience neither : for, faith ard 
troth as | am an honeſt woman, you were born above three 0h 
quarters of an hour after him—but I don't much care if | 


ih 


do ſwear that you are the eldeſt. What a bleſſing it un ( 
that I was in the cloſet at that pinch. Had I not come ot 1 
that moment, you wou'd have ſneakt off; your brother HH Wire 
been in poſſeſſion, ayd then we had loſt all; but now u 
are eſtabliſh'd : poſſeſſion gets you money, that gets youWiſkno' 
law, and law you know—down on your knees, firrah, i C 
aſk my bleſſing. hat 
V. W. No, my dear mother, I'll give thee a blefling, 1 T 
rent-charge of five hundred pound a year, upon what . 
of the eſtate you will, during your life. T 
| Man. Thank you, my Lord, that five hundred a je Cc 


will afford me a leiſurely life, and a handſome retirement 
the country, where I mean to repent me ef my fins, 40 
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lie a good chriſtian: for Heaven knows, I am old, and 
ooght to bethink me of another life. Have you none of 
the cordial left that we had in the morning? 
v. W. Ves, yes, we'll go to the fountain - head. 
| [Excunt, 


SCENE, The Street, 
Enter Teague, 


Tra. Deel tauke me but diſh iſ a moſt ſhweet biſhnels 
indeed ; maiſhters play de fool, and ſharvants muſt ſhufter 
for it, I am Priſhoner in de Conſtable's houſe, hee mee 
koule, and ſhent abrode to fetch ſhome bail for my maiſh. 
tr; but foo ſhall bail poor Teague agra ? 


Enter Conſtance, 


Ob, dere iſh my maiſhter's old love. Indeed, I fear diſh 
bihoeſs will ſpoil hiſh fortune. 

Con, Who's here, Teague? [He turns from her. 
Tz a, Deel tauke her, I did tought ſhe could not know 
me agen, [Conſtance goes about to look him in the face, 
He turns from her.] Diſh iſh not ſhivil, bee me ſhoul, to 
know a ſhentleman fither he vill or ao. 

Cox. Why this, Teague? What's the matter? Are you 
ham'd of me, or yourſelf, Teague ? 

TEA. Of bote, bee mee ſhoule. 

Con, How does your maſter, fir ! 

Tra. Very vel, dear joy, and in priſhon. 

Cox, In priſon! how? where? 


2 


4 ew 


— 
— — 
— 
> 


— ß I SIGN 


„K 


w_-— 


K — — — ad 


—ññ— 


—— — 


- 


170 THe TWIN-RIVALS, 


TIA. Why, in the little Baſhtile yonder, at the end of 
the ſtreet, 

Cox. Shew me the way immediately. 

TEA. Fet, I can ſhew you the hooſe yonder : ſhee yon- 
der; bee my ſhoul I ſhee his faace yonder peeping troo the 
iron glaſs window, ; 

Cox. I'll fee him tho' a dungeon were his confinement, 

[Runs out, 

TEA. Ah auld kindneſh, be my ſhoul, cannot bee 
forgotten. Now, if my maiſhter had but graſh enough to 
get her wit child, her word wou'd go for two; and ſhe wou'd 
bail him and I bote. [ Exit, 


SCENE, A Room miſerably furniſhed, E. W. fitting 


and writing. 


F. W. The tow'r conſines the great, 
The ſpunging houſe the poor; 
Thus there are degrees cf ſtate, 
That ev'n the wretched muſt endure, 
Virgil, tho? cheriſhed in courts, 
Relates but a ſpleuetick tale. 
Cervantes revels and ſports, 
: Altho' he writ in a jail, 


Then hang reflexions, [ſtarts up.] ll 90 write a comedr. 
Ob, within there: tell the Licutenant o' th' tower that! 
would ſpeak with him, 
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Enter Conſtable, 


ConsT. Ay, ay, the man is mad: Lieutenant o' th“ 
tower! Ha, ha, ha; wou'd you cou'd make your were 
good, maſter, 

E. W. Why? Am not I priſoner here ? I know it by the 
ſtately apartments, What is that, pray, that hangs ſtream» 
ing cown upon the wall yonder ? 

ConsT, Yonder ! 'tis cobweb, fir. 

E. W. Tis falſe, fir: 'tis as fine tapeſtry as any in 
Europe. . 

ConsT. The devil it is. 

E. W. Then your damaſk bed here; the flowers are ſo 
bold, I took 'em for embroidery ; and then the head-work ! 
Point de Venice, I proteſt, 

ConsT. As good Kidderminſter as any in England, I 
muſt confeſs! and tho' the ſheets be a little ſoil'd, yet I can 
aſſure you, fir, that mary an honeſt gentleman has lain in 
them, 

E. W. Pray, fir, what did thoſe two Indian pieces coſt, 
that are fixt up in the corner of the room, 

Coxsr. Indian pieces! what the devil, fir, they are my 
old jack-boots, my militia boots. 

E. W. I took 'em for two china jars, upon my word; 
But hark'e friend, art thou content that theſe things ſhou'd 
be as they are ? 

ConsT. Content! ay, ir. 

E. W. Why then ſhould I complain? 

[One calls within. 
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[Within.] Mr. Conſtable, here's a woman will force her 
way upon us: we can't ſtop her. 

Cox sr. Knock her down then, knock her down; let no 
woman come up, the man's mad enough already. 


Enter Conſtance. 


Cox. Who dares oppoſe me? 
[Thiows him a handful of money, 
n. Not I truly, madam. 
[Gathers up the money, 
E. W. My Conſtance! my guardian-angel here! then 
nought can hurt me. 

ConsT. Hark'e, fir, you may ſuppoſe the bed to be 2 
damaſk bed for half an hour if -you pleaſe. 
Con, No, no, fir, your priſoner muſt along with me. 

CowsT, Ay, faith, the woman's madder than the man. 


Enter Trueman and Teague. 


E. W. Ha! Trueman too! I'm proud to think that many 
a prince has not ſo many true friends in his palace, as I have 
here in priſon; two ſuc h 

TEA. tice, be me ſhoul. 

Txvue. My Lord, juſt as I heard of your configement, [ 
was going to make myſelf a priſoner, Behold the fetters; 
I had juſt bought the wecding-ring. 

Con, I hope they are golden fetters, Captain? 

Txvuz. They weigh four thouſand pounds, madam, beſides 
the purſe, which 1s worth a million. My Lord, this 
very evening was I to be marry'd; but the news of you! 


b 
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misfortune has ſtopt me : I wou'd not gather roſes in a-wet 
hour. 
E. W. Come, the weather ſhall be clear; the thoughts 


of your good fortune will make me eaſy, more than my 
own can do, if purchaſed by your diſappointment. 


Tx VUE. Do you think, my Lord, that I can go to the bed 


of pleaſure, whilſt you lie in a hovel? Here, where is this 
Conſtable ? How dare you do this, inſolent raſcal ? 

Coxs r. Inſolent raſcal! Do you know who you ſpeak to, 
fir ? 

Txve. Yes, firrah, don't I call you by your proper name? 
How dare you confine a Peer of the realm ? 

ConsT. Peer of the realm! you may give good words 
tho', I hope. 

E. W. Ay, ay, Mr. Conſtable is in the right, he did but 
his duty, 1 ſuppoſe he had twenty guineas for his pains, 

ConsT. No, I had but ten. 

E. W. Hark'e, Trueman, this fellow muſt be ſooth'd, 
he'll be of uſe to us; I muſt employ you too in this affair 
with my brother. 

Tau. Say no more, my Lord, I'll cut his throat, 'tis 
but flying the kingdom. 

E. W. No, no, 'tvail be more revenge to worſt him at 
his own weapons, Cou'd I but force him out of his garriſon, 
that I might get into poſſeſſion, his claim wou'd vaniſh im- 
mediately. Does my brother know you? 

Tave, Very little, if at all. 

E. W. Blark'e, [ Whiſpers, 

Tux. It ſhall be done; look e, Conſtable you're 
grawn into a wrong cauſe, and it may prove your deſtruction 
if you dop't change fides immediately; we deſire ne 
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favour but the uſe of your coat, wig, and ſtaff, for half a 
hour. 

ConsT. Why truly, fir, I underſtand now, by this gen- 
tlewoman, that I know to be our neighbour, that he is x 
Lord, and I heartily beg his worſhip's pardon, and if I can 
do your honour any ſervice, your grace may command 
me, 

E. W. Ill reward you, but we muſt have the black patch 
for the eye too, 

TEA. I can give your Lordſhip wan; here fet, tis : 
plaiſhter for a ſhore finger, and I have worn it but twiſh. 

Con. —But pray, Captain, what was your quarrel at 
Aurelia to-day ? 

True. With your permiſſion, madam, we'll mind my 
Lord's buſineſs at preſent ; when that's done, we'll mind 
the Lady's.— My Lord, I ſhall make an excellent Conſtable; 
I never had the honour of a civil employment before: we'll 
equip ourſelves in another place. Here, you Prince of 
Darkneſs, have you ne'er a better room in your houſe, theſe 
iron grates frighten the Lady. 

Cox sr. 1 have a handſome neat parlour below, fir. 

TrvuEt. Come along then, you muſt conduct ue. — 
We don't intend to be out of your ſGght, that you mayn't 
be out of our's——[ Aſide,] [Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to an Apartment. 


Enter Aurelia in a Paſſion, Richmore following. 


Aux. Follow me not —age and deformity with quiet, 
| were preferable to this vexatious perſecution ; for Heav's 


iet, 
'n's 
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fake, Mr. Richmore, what have I ever ſhewa to vindicate 
this preſumption of your's, 

RI cu. You ſhew it now, madam ; your face, your wit, 
your ſhape, are all temptations to undergo even the rigour 
of your diſdain, for the bewitching pleaſure of your com- 
pay 

Aux. Then be aſſur'd, fir, you ſhall reap no other bene- 
fit by my company; and if you think it a pleaſure to be 
conſtantly ſlighted, ridicul'd, and affronted, you ſhall have 
admittance to ſuch entertainment whenever you will. 

Ricu. I take you at your word, madam; I am arm'd 
with ſubmiſſion againſt all the attacks of your ſeverity, and 
your Ladyſhip ſhall find, that my reſignation can bear much 
longer than your rigour can inflict, 

Aus, That is in plain terms, your ſufficiency will pre- 
ſume much longer than my honour can reſiſ.—ſir, you might 
have ſpar'd the unmannerly declaration to my face, having 
already taken care to let me know your opinion of my 
virtue, by your impudent ſettlement, propos'd by Mrs. 
Mandrake. 

Ric u. By thoſe fair eyes, I'll double the propoſal; this 
ſoft, this white, this powerful hand, [takes her by the 
hand,] ſhall write its own conditions. 

Aus, Then it ſhall write this ſtrikes him. ] and if you 
lixe the terms, you ſhall have more another time. [ Exit. 

Ricn, Death and madneſs; a blow——twenty thouſand 
pounds ſterling for one night's revenge upon her dear, 
proud, diſdainful perſon Am I rich, as many a ſovereign 
prince, wallow in wealth, yet can't command my pleaſure ? 


wornan | if there be a power in gold, I yet ſhall triumph 
ver thy pride. 
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Enter Mandrake, 


Man. O' my truth, and ſo you ſhall, if I can help it. 

Ricn. Madam, madam, here, here, here's money, gold, 
ſilver, take, take, all, all, my rings too; all ſhall be 
your's, make me but happy in this preſumptuous beauty, 
I'll make thee rich as avarice can crave; if not, I'll murder 
thee and myſelf too. 

Man. Your bounty is too large, too large indeed, fir, 

Rich. Too large! no, *tis beggary without her—lord- 
mips, manors, acres, rents, tythes and trees, all, all ſhall 
fly out for my dear ſweet revenge. : 

Man. Say no more, this night I'll put you in a way, 

R1cn, This night? 

Max. The Lady's aunt is very near her time—ſhe goes 
abroad this evening a viſiting ; in the mean time I ſend te 
your miſtreſs, that her aunt is fallen in labour at my houſe; 
ſhe comes in a hurry, and then 

Ric u. Shall I be there to meet her?, 

MAN. Perhaps. 

Ric u. ſn a private room ? 

Man. Mum. 

Ricu. No creature to diſturb us? 

Man. Mum, I ſay, but you muſt give me your 
word not to r2ziſh her; nay, I can tell you, ſhe won't be 
raviſh'd. 

RI cu. Raviſh! Let me ſee, I'm worth five thouſand 
pounds a year, twenty thouſand guineas in my pocket, and 
may I not force a toy that's ſcarce worth fifteen hundred 
pound? I'll do't. 
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Her beauty ſets my heart on fire, beſide 
Th injurious blow has ſet on fire my pride 
The bare fruition were not worth my pain, 
The joy will be to humble her diſdain 3 
Beyond enjoyment will the tranſport laſt 
In triumph when the extaſy is paſt, 
[Exeunt, 


K 


SCENE, Lord Woa'dbe's Houſe, 
Young Wou'dbe ſolus. 


Y. W. CUHEW me that proud ſtoick that can bear ſucceſs 

and champaign; philoſophy can ſupport us in 
hard fortune, but who can have patience in proſperity ? the 
learned may talk what they will of human bodies, but I am 
ſure there was not one atom in mine, but what is truly epi- 
curean, My brother is ſecur'd, I guarded with my friends, 
my lewd and honeſt midnight friends=— Hollo, who waits 
there ? 


Enter Servant. 


SER. My Lord! 

v. W. A freſh battalion of bottles to reinforce the eiſ- 
tern, Are the Ladies come ? 

Ser, Half an hour ago, my Lord-——hey'r re below in 
the bathing chamber, 

v. W. Where did you light on em? 

Szr, One in the paſſage at the old play-houſe, my Lord, 
I found another very melancholy paring her nails by 
Roſamond's pond, —and à couple I got at the chequer ale- 
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houſe in Holborn; the two laſt come to town yeſterday in 

| Weſt-country waggon. * 

FR V. W. Very well, order Baconface to haſten ſupper — 
| and d'ye hear? and bid the Swiſs admit no ſtranger without 
acquainting me [Exit fervant.] Now fortune I defy 

— 1 thee, this night's my own at leaſt, 

vo | [Re-enter ſervant, 
| Ser, My Lord, here's the Conſtable below with the 

p | | black eye, and he wants to ſpeak with your Lordſhip in all 


haſte, 
V. W. Ha! the Conſtable ! Shou'd fortune jilt me now? 
bid him come up, 1 fear i iome curſed chance to thwart 


me. 


| Enter Trueman in the Conſtable's Clothes. 


- _ o 
um —ñ oneiS— oO 


TxvE. Ah! my Lord, here is ſad new our brothe: 
| — ; | 

V. W. Got away, made his eſcape, I warrant you. 

Tau. Worſe, worſe, my Lord. 

V. W. Worſe, worſe ! What can be worſe ? 

'TrvE. I dare not ſpeak it. | 
V. W. Death and hell, fellow, don' t diſtract me. 
| Tzxve. He's dead. 


TRUE. I don't know how, the poor gentleman was very 
melancholy upon his confinement, and ſo he deſir'd me ts 


v. w. Dead! | | 
Tazve. Poſitively. 
V. W. Coup de Grace, Cief Gramercy, 
Txve. Villain, I underſtand you. [Afide, { 
V. W. But, how, how, Mr. Conſtable ? ſpeak it alouc, a 
kill me with the relation. f 
0 
| 
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ſend for a gentlewoman that lives hard by here, may hap 
your worſhip may know her. 

Y, W. At the gilt balcony in the ſquare ? 

Tau. The very ſame, a ſmart woman truly 1 
went for her myſelf, but ſhe was other ways engaged, not 
he truly, ſhe wou'd not come Wouꝰ d you believe it, my 
Lord, at the hearing of this, the poor man was like to drop 
down dead. | 

v. W. Then he was but likely to drop dead? 

Tau. Wou'd it were no more. Then I left him, and 
coming about two hours after, I found him hang'd in his 
ſword-belt. 

v. W. Hang'd! 

Tzu. Dangling. 

v. W. Le Coup declat ! Done like the nobleſt Roman of 
em all; but are you ſure he's paſt all recovery; Did you 
ſend for no ſurgeon to bleed him? 

Tzu. No, my lord, I forgot that — but I'll ſend 
immediately. | 

v. W. No, no, Mr. Conſtable, tis too late now, too 
late=and the lady wou'd not come, you ſay? 

Tzu. Not a ſtep wou'd ſhe ſtir. 

v. W. Inhumane !—barbarous—dear, delicious woman, 
now thou art mine——— Where is the body, Mr. Conſtable, 
| muſt ſee it, 

Taus, By all means, my lord, it lies in my parlour 
there's a power of company come in, and among the reſts 
one, one, one Trueman, I think they call him, a deviliſh 
hot fellow, he had lik'd to have pull'd the houſe down about 
cur ears, and ſwears—— I told him he ſhould pay for 
wearing he gave me a flap in the face, ſaid he was in 
the army, and had a commiſſion for't, 
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Y.W. Capt. Trueman, a bluſtering kind of rakehelly 
officer. ; 

Tave, Ay, my lord, one of thoſe ſcoundrels that we 
pay wages to for being knockt o'the head for us. 

Y. W. Ay, ay, one of thoſe fools that have only brain 
to be knock'd out. 

Trve. Son of a whore. [Aſide.] He's a plaguy impu. 
dent fellow, my Lord; he ſwore that you were the greateſt 
villain upon the earth. 

V. W. Ay, ay, but he durſt not ſay that to my face, Mr, 
Conſtable, | 

'Txuz. No, no, hang him, he ſaid it behind your back, 
to be ſure and he ſwore moreover Have a care, 
my Lord, —he ſwore that he wou'd cut your throat when- 
ever he met you. 

Y. W. Will you ſweat that you heard him ſay ſo? 

Taux. Heard him! ay, as plainly as you hear me: he 
ſpoke the very words that I ſpeak to your Lordſhip. 

V. W. Well, well, I'll manage him—but now I think 
on't, I won't go to ſee the body; it will but increaſe my 
grief Mr. Conſtable, do you ſend for the Coroner : 
they muſt find him Non Compos. He was mad before, 
you know. Here—ſomething for your trouble, 

| [Gives money, 

Txut. Thank your honour, But pray, my Lord, have 
a care of that Trueman; he ſwears that he'll cut your 
throat, and he will do't my Lord, he will do't, 

V. W. Never fear, never fear. 

Txvut. But he ſwore it, my Lord, and he will certainly 
do't. Pray have a care. Exit. 
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v. W. Well, well—ſo, —the devil's in't if I ben't the 
eldeſt now. What a pack of civil relations have I had 
here? my father takes a fit of the apoplexy, makes a face 
and goes off one way; my brother takes a fit of the ſpleen, 
makes a face and goes off t'other way. Well, I muſt own he 
has found the way to mollify me, and I do love bim with 
all my heart; ſince he was ſo very civil to juſtle into the 
world before me, I think he did very civilly to juſtle out of 
it before me—but now my joys! without there—holla—— 
take off the inquiſition of the gate; the heir may now enter 
vnſuſpected. | | 


The wolf is dead, the ſhepherds may go play : 
Eaſe follows care; fo rolls the world away. 


'Tis a queſtion whether adverſity or proſperity makes the 
molt poets, 


Enter Servant. 


Sen, My Lord, a footman brought this letter, and waits 


for an anſwer. 

v. W. Nothing from the Elifian fields, I hope, [open- 
ing the letter.] What do I ſee, CONSTANCE ? ſpells 
and magick in every letter of the name—now for the ſweet 
contents. 


Y Lord, I'm pleas'd to hear of your happy change 
of fortune, and ſhall be glad to ſee your Lordſhip 
this evening to wiſh you joy. 
CONSTANCE. 


Vox. II. P 
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Now the devil's in this Mandrake; ſhe told me this after- 

noon, that the wind was chopping about; and it has got Ar 
into the warm corner already? Here, my coach and fix to of 
the door: I'll viſit my Sultana in ſtate.-— As for the ke 
Jeragho below ſtairs, you, my Baſhaws may poſſeſs em | 


1 [Exit 0 

* f N 
SCENE, The Street. Teague with a Lanthorn, True- nor 
man in the Conſtable's Habit following. _ 

like 


Txzosz. Blockhead, thou haſt led us out of the way; we 


have certainly paſt the Conſtable's houſe, ES 

Tz A. Be me ſhon], dear joy, I am never out of my 
ways; for poor Teague has been a vanderer ever ſince he 
was borned, 

Trvus, Hold up the lanthorn : What ſign is that ? The N 
St. Alban's tavern! Why, you blundering fool, you have Bs 
led me directly to St. James's ſquare, when you ſhould have - 
gone towalds Soho [ſhrieking within.] Hark! What noiſe is * 


that over the way? a woman's cry | 
Tea. Fet is it —ſhome daumſel in diſtreſs I believe, that M 
has no mind to be reliev'd. 
Txve. I'll uſe the privilege of my office to know what 
the matter is. 
TA. Hold, hold maiſhter Captain, be me fet, dat ik 
net the way home, 

[Within.]—Help, help, murder! help. 

Tzu. Ha! here muſt be miſchief—within there, open 
the door in the King's name, or I'll force it open——herc) 
Teague, break down the door, 

f Teague takes the ſtaff, thumps at the doet. 
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Tr. Deel taake him, I have knock'd ſo long is am able, 
Arah, maiſhter, get a great long ladder to get in the vindow 
of the firſht room, and ſho open de door, and let in your 
ſhelf, 

[Within.] Help, help, help: 

TRU k. Knock harder, let's raiſe the mob. 

TEA. O maiſhter, 1 have tink juſt now of a brave Inven- 
lion to maake dem come out; and be Shaint Patrick, dat 
very buſhineſs did maake my nown ſhelf and my fader run 
like de devil out af my nown hooſe in my nown countrey : 
e me ſhoul, ſhet the houſe a fire, 


Enter the Mob. 


Mog. What's the matter, maſter Conſtable? 

Ta ur. Gentlemen, I command your aſſiſtance in the 
King's name, to break into the houſe: there is murder 
ery'd within. 

Mos. Ay, ay, break open the door. 

[Mandrake at the balcony. 

Max. What noiſe is that below ? 

Tza. Arab, vat noiſe iſh dat above? 

Man. Only a poor gentlewoman in labour ;—'twill be 
over preſently—here, Mr. Conſtable; there's ſomething for 
you to drink. | 

[Throws down a purſe, Teague takes it up, 

Tra. Come maiſhter, we have no more to ſhay, be me 
houle, [going.] Arah, if you vil play de Conſtable right 
now, fet you vill come avay. 

Tave, No, no; there muſt be villainy by this bribe ; 
Who lives i in this houſe ? 


P 3 
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Mos, A midwife, a midwife, 'tis none of our buſineſs 
let us be gone. 
rAvrelis at the window, 
Aux. Gentlemen, dear we help : a rape, a rape, 


villainy. Ty 
Txvux. Ha! that voice I betas me the ſtaff, I' * 
U 


make a breach, I warrant you. 
[Breaks open the door, and all go in, 


SCENE changes to the inſide of the Houſe. 


Re-enter Trueman and Mob, 


Txve. Gentlemen, ſearch all about the houſe z let nol 
a ſoul eſcape. 


Enter Aurelia, running with her Hair about her Ears, 


and out of Breath, arch n 
iſhtols 


Av. Dear Mr, Conſtable, had you—-ſtaid but a moment 
longer, I had been ruin'd. 

TRV. Aurelia! Are you ſafe, madam ? 

Aux. Yes, yes; I am ſafe l think but with enough 
ado : he is a deviliſh ſtrong fellow. 

Ta ve. Where is the villain that attempted it? 

Aur. Pſhaw, — never mind the villain ;-——l-look out the 
woman of the houſe, the devil, the monſter, that decoy's 
me hither, | | 


May 
Tra, 
dur fal 
riddle | 


Tzve, 
er the | 
reabou! 
Aux. 
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Enter Teague, haling in Mandrake by the Hair. 


TEA. Be me ſhoul, I have taaken my ſhaar of de plun- 
er, Let me ſhe vat I have gotten, [takes her to the light.] 
Ububboo, a vitch, a vitch, de very ſaam vitch dat voud 
waar my maiſhter was de youngeſt, 

Txuz., How ! Mandrake ! This was the luckieſt diſ- 
fliſe,———-Come, my dear Proſerpine, I'll take care of 
jou, 

Max. Pray, ſir, let me ſpeak to you. 

Tzve. No, no; I'll talk with you before a magiſtrate, 
A Cart, Bridewell, you underſtand me 
Fezgue, let her be your priſoner, I'll wait on this 
Lady. 

Aug. Mr. Conſtable, I'll reward you. 

TIA. It iſh convenient noo by de law of armiſh, that I 
arch my priſhioner, for fear ſhe may have ſome — 
iſtols ; dere iſh a joak fod you, fait, 

[Searches her pocket. 

May. Ah! don't uſe an old woman ſo barbarouſly. 
TA. Dear joy, den fy were you an old woman? dat is 
car falt, not mine, joy! Ubboo, here iſh noting but 
idble ſcrabble papers, I tink. 

[Pulls out a handful of letters, 
Tavt. Let me ſee em; they may be of ule [looks 
er the letters, ] For Mr. Richmore—Ah ! Does he traffick 
reabouts ? 
Aus, That is the villain that would have abus'd me, 
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Tau. Ha! Then he has abus'd you! Villain indeed? 


— Was his name Richmore, miſtreſs? a luſty handſome ne 
man ? ; uf 
Aux. Ay, ay, the very ſame: a luſty, ugly fellow, Ir 
Tzu. Let me ſee—whoſe ſcrawl is this? [Opens the Ju 


Letter.) Death and confuſion to my fight; Clelia! ny 
bride—his whore —l've paſt a precipice unſeen, which to 


look back upon, ſhivers me with terror,— This night, thi ine 
very moment, had not my friend been in confinement, had 70 
not | worn this dreſs, had not Aurelia been in danger, bad 
not Teague found this letter, had the leaſt minuteſt circum , 
ſtance been omitted, what a monſter had I been! Miſtrely ter 
is this fame Richmore in the houle, (til, think'e ? rep 
Abk. Tis very probable he may, har 
Tau. Very well Teague, take theſe ladies over ty can 
the tavern, and ſtay there till I come to you.-Madam, [t ſwe 
Aurelia.] fear no 1njui y,,—your friends are near you, Wo! 
Aux. What dues he mean? _ 
TEA. Aran ceme, dear joy, I vill give you a pot of vie R 
out of your own briberies here, 7 
[ Hales out Mandrake, Exit Aurelia and Mz, 1 

Manet Truemat fool 

| to h 

Enter Richmore. Juſt 

Ri cn. Since my money won't p:evail on this croſs fellos yo 
I'll try whet my authority can do.——-What's the meariog 0 you 
this riot, Conſtable ? I have the commiſſion of the peact T 
znd can command you, Go about your buſineſs, and le 7 yo 
your priſoners with me, think 
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Tu uE. No, fir; the priſoners ſhall go about their buſi- 
neſe, and I'll be left with you———Look'e, maſter, we don't 
uſe to make up theſe matters before company: ſo you and 
1 muſt be in private a little — Vou ſay, fir, that you are a 
Juſtice of Peace. . 

Ricn, Yes, fir; I have my commiſſion in my pocket. 

Tu uk. 1 believe it.--Now, ſir, one good turn deſerves 
another : and if you will promiſe to do me a kindneſs, why, 
you ſhali have as good as you bring. 

Rien. What is it? 

Tzu. You muſt know, fir, there is a neighbour's daugh- 
ter that I had a woundy kindneſs for: ſhe had a very good 
repute all over the pariſh, and might have marry'd very 
handſomely, that I mult jay; but I don't know how, we 
came together after a very kindly natural manner, and I 
ſwore, that I muſt lay, I did ſwear confoundedly, that 1 
would marry her : but | don't know how, I never'car'd for 
marrying of her ſince, 

RI c. How ſo? 

Tzxus, Why, becauſe I did my buſineſs without it: that 
vas the beſt way, I thought=—=the truth is, ſhe has ſome 
fooliſh reaſons to ſay ſhe's with child, and threatens mainly 
to have me taken up with z warrant, and brought before a 
Juſtice of Peace, Now, fir, I intend to come before you, 
and I hope your worſhip will bring me off. 

Rien. Look'e, fir, if the woman prove with child, and 
you ſwore to marry her, you muſt do't. 

Trve. Ay, maſter, but 1 am for liberty and property. 
! vote for parliament men: I pay taxes, and truly I don't 


thick matrimony conſiſtent with the liberty of the ſub- 
ject. 
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RI cu. But in this caſe, fir, both law and juſtice will 
oblige you. 

True. Why if it be the law of the land Il found 2 
letter herc—l think it is for your worſhip. 

R1cu. Ay, fir, how came you by it? 

TRUE. By a very ſtrenge accident, truly—Clelia—ſhe 
ſays here you ſwore to marry her, Eh !—— Now, fir, l 
ſuppoſe that what is law for a Petty-Conſtable, may be law 
for a Juſtice of Peace. 

Rica. This is the oddeſt fellow=—— 

Tau. Here was t'other Lady that cry'd out ſo— 
I warrant now, if I were brought before yoo for raviſhing 
2 woman—the gaſlows wou'd raviſh me for't. 

Rick. But I did not raviſh her, 

TRUE. That I'm glad to hear: I wanted to be ſure of 
that. 

Ricn. I don't like this fellow; come, fir, give me my 
letter, and go about your buſineſs; I have no more to ſay to 
you. 

Taur. But I have ſomething to ſay to you. 

[Coming up to him. 

R1icn. What! 

Ta uz. Dog. [Strikes him, 

R1cn, Ha! ſtruck by a peaſant! [Draws } Slave, thy 
death is certain, [Runs at Trueman. 

True. O brave Don John, rape and murder in one 
night! [ Diſarms him, 

Rich. Raſcal, return my ſword, and acquit your pri- 
ſoners, elſe will I proſecute thee to beggary. [I'll give ſome 
petty fogger a thouſand pounds to ſtarve thee and thy family 
according to law. 


ape: 
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Tzve, I'll lay you a thouſand pounds you won't. 
[Diſcovering himſelf, 

Ricu. Ghoſts and apparitions ! Trueman! 

Ta ur. Words are needleſs to upbraid you; my very 
looks are ſufficient; and if you have the leaſt ſenſe of 
ſhame, this ſword wou'd be leſs painful in your heart, than 
my appearance is in your eye. 

Ricu. Truth, by Heavens, 

Taue. Think on the contents of this [ſhewing a letter.] 
Think ney t on me; reflect upon your villainy to Aurelia, 
then view thyſelf, / 

Rica. Trueman, canſt thou forgive me? 

Tzuz. Forgive thee ! [A long pauſe.] Do one thing and 
| will, 

Rtcn. Any thing, —-lT'll beg thy pardon, 

Txvz, The blow excuſes that. 

Rien. I'll give thee half my eſtate. 

Tzve, Mercenary. 

Rican, Ill make thee my ſole heir. 

Txve. I deſpiſe it. 

Ricu. What ſhall I do? 

Ta uE. You ſhall marry—Clelia, 

Rich. How! that's too hard. 

Tzur. Too hard! Why was it then impos'd on me ? If 
you marry her yourſelf, I ſhall believe you intended- me no 
injury; ſo your behaviour will be juſtified, my reſentment 
appeas'd, and the Lady's honour repair'd, 

Rien. 'Tis infamous, | f 

Txve. No, by Heavens, *tis juſtice, and what is juſt is 
honourable : If promiſes, from man to man have force, why 
not from man to woman? — Their very weakneſs is the 
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charter of their power, and they ſkou'd not be injur'd, be- 
cauſe they can't return it. 

RI cu. Return my ſword, 

Txzvz. In my hand 'tis the ſword of juſtice, and 1 ſhou'd 
not part with it, 

Ricn. Then ſheath it here, I'll die before I conſent ſa 
baſely. 
TR. Conſider, fir, the ſword is worn for a diſtinguiſh- 
ing mark of honour : promiſe me one, and receive 


t'other, 

Ricnu, I'll promiſe nothing, till I have that in my 
power. 

Tzxvusz. Take it. [Throws him his ſword, 


RI cu. I ſcorn to be compell'd even to juſtice ; and now 
that I may reſiſt, I yield Trueman, I have injur'd thee, 
and Clelia I have ſeverely wrone'd, 

True, Wrong'd indeed, fir ;-——and to aggravate the 
crime, the fair afflicted loves you. Mark'd you with what 
confuſion ſhe receiv'd me ? ſhe wept, the injur'd innocence 
wept, and with a ſtrange reluctance gave conſent; her 
moving ſoftneſs pierc'd my heart, the* I miſtook the 
caule, 

'R1cn. Your youthful virtue warms my breaſt, and melts 
it into tenderneſs, 

True. Indulge it, fir: juſtice is noble in any form: 
think of the joys and raptures will poſſeſs her, when ſhe 
finds-you inſtead of me; you, the dear diſſembler, the man 
ſhe loves, the man ſhe gave for Joſt, to find him true, te- 
turn'd, and in her arms, 

Ricn, No new poſſeſſion can give equal joy ;>—l! 
Wall be done, the prieſt that waits for you, ſhall tie the 
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knot this moment; in the morning l'Il expect you'll give 
me joy. Exit. 


Tau. So, is not this better now than cutting of throats? 
1 have got my revenge, and the Lady will have her's with- 
out blood-ſhed, [Exits 


SCENE changes to an Apartment, Conſtance and 


Servant, 


Serv. He's juſt a coming up, madam. 

Con. My civility to this man will be as great a conſtraint 
upon me, as rudeneſs wou'd be to his brother; but I muſt 
bear it a little, becauſe our deſigns require it; [Enter V. 
Wou'dbe.] his appearance ſhocks me; My Lord, I wiſh 
you joy. 

V. W. Madam, *tis only in your power to give it; and 
wou'd you honour me with & title to be really proud of, it 
ſhou'd be that of your humbleſt ſervant. 

Cox. I never admitted any body to the title of an hum- 
ble ſervant, that I did not intend ſhou'd command me; if 
your Lordſhip will bear with the ſlavery, you ſhall begia 
when you pleaſe, provided you take upon you the authority 
when I have a mind. 

Y, W. Our ſex, madam, make much better lovers than 
huſbands; and I think it highly unreaſonable, that you 
ſhould put yourſelf in my power, when you can ſo abſolutely 
keep-me in your's. 

Con. No, my Lord, we never truly demand till we have 
given our promiſe to obey; and we are never in more 


2 of being made ſlaves, than when we have em at our 
cet, 
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v. W. True, madam, the greateſt empires are in moſt 
danger of falling ; but it is better to be abſolute there than 
to act by a prerogative that is confin'd, 

Con, Well, well, my Lord, I like the conſtitution we 
live under; I'm for a limited power, or none at all, 

v. W. You have fo much the heart of the ſubject, madam, 
that you may rule as you pleaſe; but you have weak pre- 
tences to a limited ſway, where your eyes have already 
play'd the tyrant, —l think one privilege of the people is to 
kiſs their Sovereign's hand, [Taking her hand. 

Con. Not till they have taken the oaths, my Lord, and 
he that refuſes them in the form the iaw preſcribes, is, | 
think, no better than a rebel, 

V. W. By ſhrines and altars, [kneeling,] by all that you 
think juſt, and 1 hold good by this, [taking her hand, ] 
the faireſt, and the deareſt vow 


[Kiſſing her hand, 
Cov. Fie, my Lord. [Seemingly yielding. 
Y. W. Your eyes are mine, they bring me tidings from 

your heart, that this night I ſhall be happy. 

Con. Wou'd you not deſpiſe a conqueſt ſo eaſily 
gain" ? 

V. W. Your's will be the conqueſt, and I ſhall deſpiſe all 
the world but you, 

Cox. But will you promiſe to make no attempts upon my 
honour. 

V. W. That's fooliſh, [ Aſide.] Not Angels ſent on meſ- 
ſages to earth, ſhall viſit with more innocence, 

Con. Ay, ay, to be ſure—{Afide.] My Lord, I'll ſend 
one to condutt you. (Exit, 
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v. W. Ha, ha, ha z—no attempts upon her honour ! 
When I can find the place where it lies, I'll tell her more 
of my mind. — now I do feel ten thouſand Cupids trickling 
me all over with the points of their arrows. 

Where's my deformity now ? I have read ſomewhere, theſe 
ines: 


Tho? nature caſt me in a rugged mould, 

Since fate has chang'd the bullion into gold : 

Cupid returns, breaks all his ſhafts of lead, 

And tips each arrow with a golden head. 

Feather'd with title, the gay lordly dart, 

Flies proudly on, whilſt every virgin's heart 0 
Swells with ambition to receive the ſmart, 


Enter Elder Wou'dbe behind him. 


E. W. Thus to adorn dramatick ſtory, 
Stage hero ſtruts in borrow'd glory, 
Proud and auguſt as ever man ſaw, 
And ends his empire in a ſtanza. 
[Slaps him on the ſhoulder, 
V. W. Hal my brother | 
E. W. No, perfidious man; all kindred: and relation I 
diſown ; the poor attempts upon my fortune I cou'd pardon 
but the baſe deſigns upon my love I can never forgive; my 
honour, birthright, richez—all 1 cou'd more freely ſpare 
than the leaſt thought of thy prevailing here. 
v. W. How my hopes deceived; curs'd be the fair de- 
Iuſions of her ſex : whilſt only man oppos'd my cunning, I 
"ood ſecure ; but ſoon as woman interpcs'd, luck chang'd 
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hands, and the devil was immediately on her ſide.— Well, 
ſir, much good may do you with your miſtreſs, and may 
you love and live, and ſtarve together. [ Going, 

E. W. Hold, fir, I was lately your priſoner, now you are 
mine; when the ejeQment is executed, you ſhall be at 
liberty. a 

V. W. Ejectment! 

E. W. Yes, fir, by this time, I hope, my friends have 
purg'd my father's houſe of that debauch'd and riotous 
ſwarm that you had hiv'd together. 

Y. W. Confuſion, fir, let me paſs; I am the elder, and 


will be obey'd. [Draws, 
E. w. Dar'ſt thou dif] pute the elderſhip ſo nobly ? 


V. W. I dare, and will, to the laſt drop of my inveterate 


Enter Trueman, and Teague, 'Trueman ſtrikes down 


their ſwords. 


Txvr. Hold, hold, my Lord, I have brought thoſe ſhall 
ſoon decide the controverſy. 
Y. W. If I miſtake not, this is the villain that decoy'd 
me abroad, 
[Runs at Truetnan, Teague catches his arm 
behind, and takes away his ſword, 
TIA. Ay, be me ſhoule, tiſh iſh de beſht guard upon de 
rules of fighting, to catch a man behind hiſh baack. 
Tzxvs. My Lord, a word: [Whiſpers E. Wou'dbe.] Now, 
gentlemen, pleaſe to hear this venerable Lady. 
{Goes to the door and brings in Mandrake, 
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. W. Mandrake in cuſtody |! 

Tra. In my cuſhtody, fet. 

aur. Now, madam, you know what puniſhment is 
&ſtin'd for the injury offer'd to Aurelia, if you don't im- 
nediately confeſs the truth. 

Mex. Then I muſt'own, (Heaven forgive me) [weep- 
g.] I muſt own that Hermes, as he was ſtill eſteemed, ſo 
ke is the firſt born. 

TIA. A wery honeſht woman, be me ſhoule. 

v. W. That confeſſion is extorted by fear, and therefore 
if no force. | 

Tzvs. Ay, fir, but here is your letter to her, with the 
gk ſcarce dry, where you repeat your offer of five hundred 
pounds a year to ſwear in your behalf, 

Tea. Dat waſh Teague's finding out, and I believe 
Sint Patrick put it in my toughts to pick her pockets. 


Enter Conſtance and Aurelia. 


Con. I hope, Mr. Wou'dbe, you will make no attempts 
won my perſon. 

J. W. Damn your perſon, 

k. W. But pray, madam, where have you been all this 
trening ? [To Aurelia. 

Avs, Very buſy, I can aſſure you, ſir, here's an honeſt 
laſtable that J could find in my heart to marry, had the 
pealy rogue but one drop of genteel blood in his veins ! 
What's become of him? [ Looking about. 

Cox, Bleſs me, couſin, marry a Conſlable ! 


come in à very critical minute, by this time I had been 
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Aur. Why truly, madam, if that Conſtable had n 


glad to marry any body. 
Txrve, I take you at your word, madam, you ſhall marry 


him this moment; and if you don't ſay that I have gente! 
blood in my veins by to-morrow morning 

Aux. And was it you, fir? 

Txur. Leck'e, madam, don't be aſham'd; I found you 
a little in the diſnabille, that's the truth on't, but you mad: 
a brave defence, 

Aux. I am oblig'd to you; and tho? you were à little 
whimſical to-day, this late adventure has taught me how 
dangerous it is to provoke a gentleman by ill uſage; there 
fore, if my Lord and this Lady will ſhew us à good example, 
I think we muſt follow our leaders, Captain. 

TxvE. As bo!lcly as when honour cells. 

Cor, My Lord, there was taken among your brother's 
jovial crew, hie friend Subtleman, whom we have taken 
care to ſecure. 


E. W. For him the pillory! for you, madam —— 
[To Mandrake, 


TA. Be me ſhoule, ſhe ſhall be married to Maiſhter 


Fuller. | 
E. W. For you, brother 
Y, W. Poverty and contemp. 


To which I yield as to a milder fate, \ 
Than obligations from the man I hate. (Exit 
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E. W. Then take thy wiſh—and now, I hope all parties 
have receiv d their due rewards and puniſhments, 


TIA. But fat will you do for poor Teague, maiſhter. 
E. W. What ſhall I do for thee ? 


Tea. Arah, maak me a Juſtice of Peaſh, dear joy. 

E. W. Juſtice of Peace! thou art not qualify'd, man. 

Tea. Veſt, fet am I—I can taak de oats, and write my 
mark—1 can be an huneſht man myſhelf, and keep a great 
rogue for my clerk. 

E. W. Well, well, you ſhall be taken care of; and now, 
Captain, we ſet out for happineis, 


Let none deſpair whate'er their fortunes be, 

Fortune muſt yield, wou'd men but act like me, 
Chooſe a brave Friend as Partner of your Breaſt, 

Be aQtive when your right is in conteſt ; c 
Be true to love, and fate will do the reſt. 


Vo b. II. Q 


TC OT ee 2 


SE 10G vV 
Spoken by Mrs. HO OK. 


UR poet open'd with a loud war- like blaſt, 
But now weak woman is his ſafeſt caſt, 
To bring him off with quarter at the laſt : 
Not that he's vain to think, that I can ſay, 
Or he can write fine things to help the play. 
The various ſcenes have drain'd his ſtrength and art ; 
And I, you know, had a hard ſtruggling part : 
But then he bronght me off with life and limb; 
Ah wou'd that I cou'd do as much for him 
Stay let me think your favours to excite, 
I ſtill muſt act the part I play'd to-night, 
For whatſoe'er may be your ſly pretence, 
You like thoſe beſt, that make the beſt defence : 
But this is needleſe 'tis in vain to crave it, 
If you have damn'd the play, no power can fave it. 
Not all the wits of Athens, and of Rome, 
Not Shakeſpear, Johnſon, cou'd revoke its doom : 
Nay, what is more——if once your anger rouſes, 
Not all the courted beauties of both houſes. 
He wou'd have ended here, but I thought meet, 
To tell him there was left one ſafe retreat, 

Protection ſacred, at the ladies feet. 
To that he anſwer'd in ſubmiſſive ſtrain, 
He pay'd all homage to this female reign, 
And therefore turn'd his ſatire gainſt the men. 
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From your great Queen, this Sovereign right ye draw; 
To keep the wits as ſhe the world in awe. 
To her bright ſcepter, your bright eyes they bow, 8 


Such awful ſplendor fits on ev'ry brow, 
All ſcandal on the ſex were treaſon now. 
The play can tell with what poetic care, : 


He labour'd to redreſs the injur'd fair, 
And if you won't protect, the men will damn him there. 
Then ſave the muſe, that flies to you for aid : 


Perhaps my poor requeſt may ſome perſuade; 
Becauſe it is the firſt I ever made. 
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N antient times, when Helen's fatal charms 
Rous'd the contending univerſe to arms, 
The Grecian council happily deputes 
The ſly Ulyſſes forth to raiſe recruits, 
The artful Captain found, without delay, 


Where great Achilles, a deſerter, lay. 
Him fate had warn'd to ſhun the Trojan blows : 


Him Greece requir*'d—againſt their Trojan foes, 
All the recruiting arts were needſul here 

To raiſe this great, this tim'rous Volunteer. 
Ulyſſes well could talk he ſtirs, he warms 
The warlike youth——he liſtens to the charms 
Of plunder, fine lac'd coats, and glitt'ring arms, 
Ulyſſes caught the young aſpiring boy, 

And liſted him, who wrought the fate of Troy.“ 
Thus by Recruiting was bold Hector lain; 
Recruiting thus fair Helen did regain. 

If for one Helen ſuch prodigious things 

Were acted, that they even liſted Kings: 

If for one Helen's artful vicious charms 

Half the tranſported world was found in arms 
What for ſo many Helens may we dare, 

Whoſe minds, as well as faces are ſo fair ? 

If, by one Helen's eyes, Old Greece cou'd find, 
It's Homer fir'd to write——ev'n Homer blind, 
The Britains ſure beyond compare may write, 
That view ſo many Helens ev'ry night. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Mr. BALLANCE, 
Mr. Scat, 
Mr. SCRUPLE, 


Mr. Worx THy, a Gentleman of Shropſhire, 


Captain PLUME, } 0 
Captain BRAZEN, Two Recruiting Officers, 


K1Tx, Serjeant to PLUME, 
BuLLocCk, a Country Clown. 


Cos rA 1 T , 
wo Recruits, 
Tuo. APPLE-TREE, 


Three Juſtices. 


WOMEN, 


MELinDa,; a Lady of Fortune. 


S1Lvia, Daughter to BALLANCE, in Love with PLunr, 


Lucy, MELiwnDa's Maid. 
Ros, a Country Wench. 


A Conſtabie, Recruits, Mob, Servants and Attendants. 


SCENE, SHREWSBURY. 


1 


Re RUI TIN 
G 


„ I. 
- 


SCENE, the Market-place. Drum beats the 
Grenadier-March, 


Enter Serjeant Kite, follow'd by the Mob. 
Kite making a Speech. 


F any gentlemen Soldiers, or others, have a mind to 
ſerve her Majeſty, and pull down the French King : if 
any prentices have ſevere maſters, any children have undu- 
tiful parents: if any ſervants have too little wages, or any 
huſband too much wife: let him repair to the noble Serjeant 
Kite, at the ſign of the Raven, in this good town of 
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Shrewſbury, and they ſhall receive preſent relief and enter. 
tainment—gentlemen, I don't beat my drums here to inſnare 
or inveigle any man; for you muſt know, gentlemen, 
that I am a man of honour : beſides, I don't beat up for 
common ſoldiers; no, I liſt only grenadiers, grenadien, 
gentlemen—pray, gentlemen, obſerve, this cap this iz 
the cap of honqur, it dubs a man a gentleman in the dray- 
ing of a tricker; and he that has the good fortune to be born 
to ſix foot high, is born to be a great man—ſir, will you give 
me leave to try this cap upon your head ? 

Mos. Is there no harm in't? Won't the cap liſt me? 

KITE. No, no, no more than I can — come, let me ſee 
how it becomes you. 

Mon. Are you ſure there be no conjuration in it; no 
gun-pow der plot upon me? 

Kir. No, no, friend; don't fear, man, 

Mos. My mind miſgives me plaguily — let me ſee it 
——[ Going to put it on.] It ſmells woundily of ſweat and 
brimſtone, Pray, Serjeant, what writing is this upon the 
face of it ? h 

KITE. The crown, or the bed of honour. 

0B. Pray now, what may be that ſame bed of honour ? 

K1Tz. O! a mighty large bed! bigger by half than the 
great bed at Ware ten thouiand people may lie in it 
together, and never feel one another. 

MoB. My wife and | would do well to lie in't; for we 
don't care for feeling one another But do folk ſleep ſound 
in this fame bed of honour? 

KITE. Sound! ay, ſo ſound, that they never awake, 
Mos, Wouns ! I wiſh again that my wife lay there. 


* 
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KITE. Say you ſo? then I find, brother 


Mos. Brother! hold there, friend; I am no kindred to 
on that 1 know of yet—look'e, Serjeant, no coaxing, no 
wheedling, d'ye ſee—if I have 2 mind to liſt, why ſo—if 
not, why 'tis not ſo therefore take your cap and your 
brotherſhip back again, for I am not diſpoſed at this preſent 
witing—no coaxing, no brothering me, faith, 

Kir E. I coax! I wheedle! I'm above it. Sir, 1 have 
ſery'd twenty campaigus but, fir, you talk well, and I 
muſt own that you are a man every inch of you, a pretty 
young ſprightly fellow.—I love a fellow with a ſpirit ; but 
| ſcorn to coax ; *tis baſe : tho" I mult ſay, that never in 
my life have I ſeen a man better built: how firm and ſtrong 
he treads ! he ſteps like a caſtle : but I ſcorn to wheedle 
any man, Come, honeſt lad, will you take ſhare of a 
pot ? 

Mos. Nay, for that matter, I'll ſpend my penny with 
the beſt he that wears a head? that is, begging your pardon, 
lr, and in a fair way, 

KiTz., Give me your hand then; and now, gentlemen, I 
have no more to ſay, but thiz=here's a purſe of gold, and 
there is a tub of humming ale at my quarter tis the 
(ueen's money, and the Queen's drink——ſhe's a generous 
Queen, and loves her ſubje & I hope, gentlemen, you 
won't refuſe the Qyeen's health ? 

ALL Mos. No, no, no. 

KI E. Huzza! then, huzza! for the Queen, and the 
bonour of Shropſhire. 

ALL Mos, Huzza! 

Kite, Beat drum. a 

[Exit, Drum beating the Grenadiers March. 
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Enter Plume in a Riding Habit. 


PLUME. By the Grenadier-March that ſhou'd be my drum, 
and by that ſhout, it ſhou'd beat with ſucceſs—)et me ſee 
—four a clock — looking on his watch.] At ten yeſterday 
morning I left London—a hundred and twenty miles in thirty 
hours is pretty ſmart riding, but nothing to the fatigue of 
Recruiting. 


Enter Kite. 


Krrr. Welcome to Shrewſbury, noble Captain, From 
the banks of che Danube to the Severn- ſide, noble Captain 
you're welcome, 

PLume. A very elegant reception indeed, Mr. Kite: ! 
find you are fairly enter'd into your Recruiting ſtrain=— 
Pray what ſucceſs ? 

Kirk. Ihare been here but a week, and I have recruited 
five. 

PLuMe. Five! Pray, what are they? 

Kirr. | have liſtes the ſtrong man of Kent, the King 
of the Giplies, « Scotch Pedlar, a ſcouncrel Attorney, and 
a Welſh Parion. 

PLums, An Attorncy, wer't thou mad? Lift a Lawyer? 
diſcharge him, diſcharge him this minute, 

KiTe. Why, fir? 

PLUwE, Becauſe I will have no body in my company that 
can write: a fellow that can write, can draw petition 
I fay, this minute diſcharge him. 

Kir. And what ſhall I do with the Parſon ? 
PLUME, Can he write? 
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KiTze, Hum! he plays rarely upon the fiddle, 

PLumE. Keep him by all meanz—But how ſtands the 
country affected? Were the people pleas d with the news 
of my coming to town ? 

Kirr. Sir, the mob are ſo pleas'd with your honour, 
and the Juſtices and better tort of people are ſo delighted 
with me, that we ſhall ſoon do our buſlineſs—but, fir, you 
have got a Recruit here that you little think of. 

Prunz. Who? 

Kirz. One that you beat up for the laſt time you were 
in the country: you remember your old friend Molly, at 
the caſtle ? 

Prunk. She's not with child, I hope. 

Kir E. No, no, fir ?——ſhe was brought to bed 8 
da 

Fr Kite, you mult father the child. 

KiTx, And ſo her friends will oblige me to marry the 
mother, 

Prunt. If they ſhou'd, we'll take her with us: ſhe can 
waſh, you know, and make a bed upon occaſion, 

Kirz, Ay, or unmake it upon an occaſion, But your 
honour knows that I am mae already. 

Plume. To how many? 

Kirz. I can't tell readily—] have ſet them down here 
upon the back of the muſter roll. [Draws it out] Let me 
ſee—imprimis, Mrs. Sheely Snikereyes, ſhe ſells potatoes 
upon Ormand-kay, in Dublin Peggy Guzzle, the brandy» 
woman, at the horie-guard, at Whitehall—Dolly Wagon, 
the Carrier's daughter, at Hull=Madamoiſelle Van · bottom- 
flat, at the Bu then Jenny Oakham, the Ship Carpen- 
ter's widow, at Port ſmouth: but I don't reckon upon her; 
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for ſhe was marry'd at. the ſame time to two Lieutenant's of 
Marines, and a Man of War's Boat-ſwain. 

PLume. A full company—you have nam'd five=come, 
make em half a dozen——Kite—ls the child a boy, or z 
girl? Re 
Kirk. A chopping boy. 


\ 
PLume. Then ſet the mother down in your liſt, and the WA (1! 
| boy in mine: Enter him a Grenadier by the name of | 
: Francis Kite, abſent upon furlow—I'II allow you a man's br 
| pay for his ſubſiſtancez and now go comfort the wench ia Wl" 
il the ſtraw. thi 
KI re. I ſhall, fir, | To 
PLuws, But hold: Have you made any uſe of your 
German Doctor's habit ſince you arriv'd ? 
KITE. Yes, yes, fir, and my fame's all about the coun- qu 
try, for the moſt faithful fortune-teller that ever told a lye bet 
—[ was obliged to let my Landlord into the ſecret, for the | 
convenience of keeping it ſo; but he's an honeſt fellow, | 
| and will be faithful to any roguery that is truſted to him, | 
| This device, fir, will get you men, and me money; which, 
I think, is all we want at preſent=-but yonder comes your | 
friend Mr. Worthy— Has your honour any further com- r 
mands? | _ 

PLvume. None at preſent, [Exit Kite] 'tis indeed the 

picture of Worthy, but the life's departed, 

Enter Worthy. m 
1 


What arms a-croſs, Worthy ? methinks you ſhould hold 
em open, when a friend is ſo near——the man has got the 
vapours in his ears, I believe; I muſt expel this melancholy h 


ſpirit, 


df 
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Spleen, thou worſt of fiends below, 
Fly, I conjure thee, by this magic blow. 
[Slaps Worthy on the ſhoulder, 


Won. Plume! my dear Captain, welcome. Safe and 
und return'd ? peut 

PLUME, I *ſcap'd ſafe from Germany, and ſound, I hope, 
om London: you ſee I have loſt neither leg, arm, nor 
noſe ; then for my inſide, tis neither troubled with ſympa- 
thies nor antipathies; and I have an excellent ſtomach for 
waſt beef. | 

Won. Thou art a happy fellow: once I was ſo, 

PLume. What ails thee, man! no inundations nor earth- 
quakes in Wales, I hope? Has your father roſe from the 
dead, and reaſſumed his eſtate ? 

Won. No, 

PLume, Then you are marry'd ſurely, 

Wor. No. 

Prunk, Then you are mad, or turning quaker. 

Won. Come, I muſt out with it—your once gay, roving 
friend is dwindl'd into an obſequious, thoughtful, romantick, 
conſtant coxcomb. 

PLume. And pray, what is all this for? 

Wor, For a woman. 

PLuwe. Shake hands, brother, if you go to that, behold 
me as obſequious, as thoughtful, and as conſtant a coxcomb 
us your worſhip. 

Wox. For whom? 

PLumz, For a regiment but for a woman! *ſdeath ! I 
baye been conſtant to fifteen at a time, but never melan- 
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choly for one. And can the love of one bring you into this 
condition ? Pray, who is this wonderful Helen ? 

Wor. A Helen indeed, not to be won under a ten years 
ſiege : as great a beauty, and as great a jilt, 

PLume. A great jiit ! pho! is ſhe as great a whore? 

Wor. No, no. 

PLums. Tis ten thouſand pities. But who is ſhe? Dy 
I know her ? 

Wor, Very well, 

Prums. That's impoſſible—I know no woman that wil 
hold out a ten years ſiege. 

Wor. What think you of Melinda ? 

Prout. Melinda! why ſhe began to capitulate this time 
twelvemonth, and offer'd to ſurrender upon honourable 
terms; and I advis'd you to propoſe a ſettlement of five 
hundred pound a year to her, before I went laſt abroad, 

Wor. I did, and ſhe hearken'd to it, deſiring only one 
week to confider—when, beyond her hopes, the town was 
reliey'd and I foic'd to turn my ſiege into a blockade, 

PLume. Explain, explain. 

Wor, My Lady Richly, her Aunt in Flintſhire dies and 
leaves her at this critical time, twenty thouſand pounds, 

Prunk. O the devil! What a delicate woman was there 
ſpoil'd! but, by the rules of war now, —Worthy, blockade 
was fooliſh—after ſuch a convoy of provifions was enter'd 
the place, you cou'd have no thought of reducing it by 
famine : you ſhou'd have redoubl'd your attacks, taken the 
town by ſtorm, or have dy'd upon the breach, 

Wor. I did make one general aſſault, and puſh'd it with 
all my forces; but I was fo vigorouſly repuls'd, that de- 
ſpairing of ever gaining her for à miſtreſs, I have alter d 


— 


BY ha TY TY 


Taz RECRUITING OFFICER, 213 


my conduct, giving my addreſſes the obſequious and diſtant | 


turn, and court her now for a wife, 

Prunk. So as you grew obſequious, ſhe grew haughty 3 
and becauſe you approach'd her as a Goddeſs, ſhe us'd you 
like a dog, 

Wor, Exactly, 

PLume. Tis the way of 'em al!l--Come, Worthy, your 
obſequious and diſtant airs will never bring you together? 
you muit not think to ſurmount her pride by your humility. 
Wou'd you bring her to better thoughts of yuu, ſhe muſt 
de reduc'd to a meaner opinion of her ſelf————let me ſee, 
the very firſt thing that I would do, ſhou'd be to lie with 
her chamber-maid, and hire three or four wenches in the 
neighbourhood, to report that I had got them with child, 
Supp-ſe we lainpoon'd all the pretty women in town, and 
left her out ? or what if we made a ball, and forgot to 
invite her with one or two of the uglieſt ? 

Worx. Theſe wou'd be mortifications, I muſt confeſs ; 
but we live in ſuch a preciſe dull place, that we can have 
no balls, no lampoons, no | 

Prunk. What! no baſtards, and ſo many Recruiting 
Officers in town; I thought it was a maxim among them, 
to leave as many Recruits in the country as they carry'd 
out. 

Worx, No body doubts your good will, noble Captain, in 
ſerving your country with your beſt blood , witneſs our 
friend Molly at the Caftle———there have been tears in town, 
idout that buſineſs, Captain. 

Prunk. I hope Silvia has not heard of it. 

Wok, O fir! have you thought of her? I began to fancy 
you had forgot poor Silvia 
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PLume, Your affairs had put mine quite out of my head, 
"Tis true, Silvia and | had once agreed to go to bed together, 
cou'd we have adjulted preliminaries ;, but ſhe wou'd have 
the wedding before conſummation, and I was for conſum- 
mation before the wedding: we cou'd not agree: ſhe was a 
pert obſlinate fool, and wou'd loſe her maiden-head her own 
way; ſo the may keep it for Plume. 

Wok, But do you intend to marry upon no other condi. 
tions ? | 

Prunk. Your pardon, fir, I'll marry upon no condition 
at all.——If I ſhou'd, * am reſolv'd never to bind myſelf 
to a woman for my whole life, till | know whether I ſhall 
like her company for half an hour. Suppoſe I marry'd 4 
woman that wanted a leg fuch a thing might be, 
unleſs I exarvin'd the goods beforehand, If people 
wou'd but try one another's conſtitutions before they en- 
gag'd, it wou'd prevent all theſe elopements, divorces, and 
the devil knows what. 

Won. Nay for that matter, the town did not ſtick ts 
ſay, that : 

PLUME. | hate country towns for that reaſon—if your 
town has a diſhonourable thought of Silvia, it deſerves to 
be burnt to the ground—1I love Silvia, I admire her frank 
generous diſpoſition.— There's lomething in that girl more 
than woman, her ſex is but à foil to her.-- The ingratitude, 
diflimulation, envy, pride, avarice, and vanity of her filter 
females, do but ſet off their contraries in her——ia ſhort, 
were I once a General, I wou'd marry her, 

Wor. Faith you have reaſon—for were you but a Co- 
poral, ſhe wou'd marry you but my Melinda coquets it 
with every fellow ſhe ſees——1'll lay fifty pound, ſhe makes 
love to you. 
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Prunk. I'll lay fifty pound that I return it, if ſhe does 
wowed ook'e, Worthy, I'll win her, and give her to you 


afterwatds, | 
Wok, If you win her, you ſhall wear her, faith; 1 


would not value the conqueſt, without the credit of the 
victory. 


Enter Kite. 


K1Te, Captain, Captain, a word in your ear. 

PLums. You may ſpeak out, here are none but friends. 

KiTz. You know, fir, that you ſent me to comfort the 
good woman in the ſtraw, Mrs. Molly——my wife, Mr. 
Worthy. 

Wor. O, oh! very well! 1 wiſh you joy, Mr. Kite. 

Kirk. Your worſhip very well may—for 1 have got both 
a wife and a child in half an hour but as I was ſaying — 
you ſent me to comfort Mrs. Moll — my wife I mean 
but what d'ye think, fir ? ſhe was better comforted before I 
came, 

Prunk. As how! 

KiTz, Why, fir, a footman in a blue livery had brought 
her ten guineas, to buy her baby-cloaths, 

Prunk. Who in the name of wonder, cou'd ſend them ? 

Kirz. Nay, fir, I muſt whiſper that Mrs. Silvia. 

| Whiſpers, 

Pruux. Silvia! generous creature! 

Won. Silvia! impoſſible ! 

Kirz. Here are the guineas, ſir,. II took the gold as 
part of my wife's portion. Nay, farther, fir, ſhe ſent 
word the child ſhould be taken all imaginable care of, and 
that ſhe intended to ſtand Godmother, The ſame footman, 
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as I was coming to you with this news, call'd after me, 
and told me that his Lady would ſpeak with me II went, 
and upon hearing that you were come to town, ſhe gave me 
half a guinea for the news; and order'd me to tell you, 
that Juſtice Ballance, her father, who is juſt come out of 
the country, would be glad to ſee you. 

PLume. There's a girl for you, Worthy Is there 
any thing of a woman in this? no, *tis noble, generous, 
manly friendſhip; ſhew me another woman that wou'd loſe 
an inch of her prerogative that way without tears, fits, and 
reproaches. The common jealouly of her ſex, which is 
nothing but their avarice of pleaſure, ſhe deſpiſes; and can 
part with the lover, tho? ſhe dies for the man come, 
Worthy Where's the beſt wine? for there I'll 
quarter. 

Wor. Horton has a freſh pipe of choice Barcelona, which 
I would not let him pierce before, becauſe I reſerved the 
maiden-head of it for your welcome to town, 

Plunz. Let's away then—Mr, Kite, wait on the lady 
with my humble ſervice, and tell her I ſhall only refreſh t 
little, and wait upon her. 

Wor. Hold, Kite—Have you ſeen the other Recruiting 
Captain? 

K1TEe. No, fir. 

PLumE. Another, who is he? 

Wor. My rival in the firſt place, and the moſt unaccount- 
able fellow —but V1 tell yuu more as we go. [ Exeunf. 

\ 
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SCENE, An Apartment. 
Melinda and Silvia meeting. 


ML. Welcome to town, Couſin Silvia, [they ſalute.) I 
envy'd you your retreat in the country; for Shrewſbury, 
methinks, and all your heads of hires are the moſt irre- 
gular places for living: here we have ſmoak, noiſe, ſcandal, 
affectation, and pretenſion; in ſhort, every thing to give 
the ſpleen, and nothing to divert it—then, the air is into- 
lerable. 

Sit. O, Madam! I have heard the town commended for 
its air, | | 

ML. But you don't conſider, Silvia, how long I have 
liv'd in't: for I can aſſure you, that to a lady, the leaſt 
nice in her conſtitution no air can be good above half a 
year, Change of air, | take to be the moſt agreeable of 
any variety in life. 

S1L, As you ſay, Couſin Melinda, there are ſeveral ſorts 
of airs, 

Mir. Pſhal I talk only of the air we breathe, or, more 
properly, of that we taſte—Have not you, Silvia, found a 
vaſt difference in the taſte of airs ? 

$11. Pray, Couſin, are not vapours a ſort of air? taſte 
air! you might'as well tell me, I may feed upon air. But 
prithee, my dear Melinda, don't put on ſuch an air to me. 


Your education and mine were juſt the ſame, and I remem« 


der the time when we never troubled our heads about air, 
but when the ſharp air from the Welſh mountains made our 
hogers ake in a cold morning, at the boarding · ſchool. 
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ML. Our education, couſin, was the ſame, but our 
temperaments had nothing alike; you have the conſtitution 
of an horſe. 

S1 L. So far as to be troubled with neither ſpleen, cho- 
lick, nor vapours: I need no ſalts for my ſtomach, 90 
Harts-horn for my head, nor waſh for my complexion, | 
can gallop all the morning after a hunting-horn, and all the 
evening after a fiddle, In ſhort, I can do every thing with 
my father, but drink, and ſhoot flying: and I am ſure | 

can do every thing that my mother cau'd, were I put ta the 
trial; 

Mz. You are in a fair way of being uu to't : I am told 
your Captain is come to town. 

S1L. Ay, Melinda, he is come, and ru take care he 
ſhan't go without à companion, 


Meu. Vou are certainly mad, Couſin. . 
S811. And, there's. a plealure in being mad, which none f 
but mad men know, 

Mr. Thou poor romantick Quixot=—p Haſt thou the br 
yanity to imagine, that a young {psightly Officer, that ram- ll 
þles o'er half the globe in half a year, can confine. his 0 
thoughts to the little daughter of a country Juſtice, in an = 
obſcure part of the world, 

811. Pſha! What care | for bis thaughts, I ſhou'd not yo 
like a man-with coofig'd thoughts, it ſhews'a garrownels of * 
ſoul, Conſtancy is but a dull, ſleepy quality at beſt : they 10 
will hardly admit it among the manly virtues; nor do litt 
think it deſerves a place with hravery, knowledge, policy, [ 
juſtice, and ſome other qualities that ate proper to that 8 
noble ſex—in ſhort, Melinda, I think a petticoat a mighty ? 


fiwple thing; and Lam heartily tir'd of ry ſex, flat 
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Mer. That is, you are tir'd of an appendix to our ſex, 
that you can't ſo handſomely get rid of in petticoats, as 
if you were in breeches——O” my conſcience, Silvia, hadſt 
thou been a man, thou had'ſt been the greateſt rake in 
Chriſtendom. 

S11. I ſhou'd have endeavour'd to know the world, 
which a man can never do thoroughly, without half a hun- 
dred friendſhips, and as many amours. But now I rhink on'ts 
bow ſtands your affair with Mr, Worthy ? 

Mtt. He's my averſion. 

$11, Vapours! 

Mr. What do you ſay, madam ? 

$11. 1 ſay, that you ſhould not uſe that honeſt fellow fo 
inhumanly. He's a gentleman of parts and fortune; and 
beſides that, he's my Plume's friend: and by all that's 
ſacred, if you don't uſe him better, I ſhall expect ſatiſ- 
faction. 

ML. Satisfaction! You begin to fancy your ſelf in 
breeches in good earneſ.— but to be plain with you, 1 
like Worthy the worſe for being ſo intimate with your 
Captain; for I take him to be a looſe, idle, AY 
coxcomb, 

811. O madam! You never ſaw him, perhaps, fac 
jou were miſtreſs of twenty thouſand pounds ; you only 
knew him when you were capitulating with Worthy for 

2 ſettlement 3 which, perhaps, might encourage bim to be a 
little Looſe, and unmannerly with you. 

MT. What do you mean, madam ? 

S1L, My meaning needs no interpretation, madam, 
2 Better it had, madam, for methinks you are too 
Pain, 
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S1L, If you mean the plainneſs of my perſon, I think 
your ladyſhip as plain as me to the full. 

MEL. Were I ſure of that, I wou'd be glad to take up 
with a rakehelly Officer as you do. 

SIL. Again, look'e, madam, you're in your own houſe. 

MET. And if you had kept in your's, I ſhou'd have excus'd 
you. 

S11. Don't be troubled, madam, I ſhan't defire to have 
my viſit return'd. 

ML. The ſooner, therefore, you make an end of this, 
the better. 

S811 Iamealily perſuaded to follow my inclinations : fo, 
madam, your humbie ſervant, (Exit, 

Ma L. Saucy thing. 


Enter Lucy. 


Loc. What's the matter, madam ? 

MEL. Did not you ſee the proud nothing, how ſhe welle 
upon the arriv al of her fellow ? 

Luc, Her fellow has not been long enough arriv'd to 
occaſion any great iwelling, madam ; I don't beliere ſhe has 
ſeen him yet. 

MTL. Nor ſhan't if I can help it——let me ſee | 
have it—bring me pen and ink—hold, I'll go write in my 
cloſet. 

Luc. An anſwer to this letter, I hope, madam. 

[ Preſents a letter, 


MT. Who ſent it? 

Loc. Your Captain, madam. 

ML. He's a fool, and I'm tir'd of him; ſend it back 
unopen'd, 


. 
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Luc. The meſſengers gone, madam, 
ML. Then how ſhou'd I ſend an anſwer ? Call him back 
immediately, while I write. [Exeuot, 


„ 


SCENE, An Apartment. 


Enter Juſtice Ballance and Plume. 


Bal. OOK'E. Captain, give v&but blood for our 
Holey, and you ſhan't want men, IT remem- 
ber that for ſome y<a:s of the laſt war we had no Hd, no 
wounds, but in the Officers mouths; nothing for our mil- 
lions, but news- papers not worth reading οt iy did 
nothing but play at pri ſon-bars, and hide and ſcek with the 
enemy ; but now you brought us colours, aud ſtandards, and 
priſoners—ad's my life, Captain, get us but another Marſhal 
of France, and I'll go my elf for a ſoldier. 
PLume. Pray, Mr. Ballance, how does your fair daugh- 
ter ? 

BAL. Ah, Captain! What's my daughter to a Marſhal 
of France? we're upon a nobler ſubjed, 1 want to have a 
particular deſcription of the battle of Hockſtet. 

Prunk. The battle, fir, was a very pretty battle as one 
wou'd defire to ſee; but we were all ſo intent upon victory, 
that we never minded the battle: all that I know of the 
matter is, our General commanded us to beat the French, 
and we did ſo; and if he pleaſes but to ſay the word, we'll 
do't again, But pray, fir, how does Mrs. Silvia? 
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BAL. Still upon Silvia! for ſhame, Captain, you are 
engag'd already, wedded to the war! victory is your mil. 
treſs; and it is below a ſoldier to think of any other, 

PLUME. As a miſtreſs, I confeſs, but as a friend, Mr, 
Ballance. 

Bar. Come, come, Captain, never mince the matter? 
wou'd not you debauch my daughter, if you cou'd ? 

PLumt, How, fir! I hope ſhe's not to be debauch'd? 


BAL. Faith but ſhe is, fir, and any woman in England of 


her age and complexion, by s man of your youth, and 
vigour, Look'e, Captain, once | was young, and once an 
Officer as you are, and I can gueſs at your thoughts now» 
by what mine were then; and I remember very well, that 
I wou'd have given one of my legs to have deluded the 
daughter of an old country gentleman, as like me as | was 
then like you. 

Prunk. But, fir, was that country gentleman, your 
friend and beneſactor? 

BAL. Not much of that. 

PLume, There the compariſon breaks; the favours, ſir, 
that 

BAL. Pho, T hate ſpeeches; if I have done you any ſer- 
vice, Captain, tis to pleaſe my ſelf, for 1 love thee; and 
it I could part with my girl, you ſhou'd have her as ſoon 
as any young fellow I know: but I hope you have more 
honour than fo quit the ſervice, and ſhe more prudence 
than to follow the eamp : but ſhe's at her own diſpoſal; 
ſhe has fifteen hundred pounds in her pocket; and fo, Sil- 
via, Silvia! [Calls, 


Tat RECRUITING OFFICER 223 


Enter 


Sr. There are ſome letters, 
London, I left them upon the table in your cloſet. 

BAL. And here's a gentleman from Germany, [Preſents 
Plume to her] Captain you'lt excuſe me, I'll go and read 
my letters, and wait on you. [ Exit, 

$11. Sir, you are welcome to England. 

PLUMe. You are indebted to me a welcome, madam, 
fnce the hopes of receiving it from this fair hand, was the 
principal cauſe of my ſeeing England. 

$11, I have often heard that ſoldiers were ſincere ; ſhall 
| venture to believe publick report ? 

PLumeg. You may, when 'tis back'd by private inſurance 
for I ſwear, madam, by the honour of my profeſſion, that 
whatever dangers I went upon, it was with the hope of 
making my felf more worthy of your eſteem; and if ever [ 
had thoughts of preſerving wy life, "twas for the pleaſure 
of dying at your feet. 

Sil. Well, well, you ſhall die at my feet, or where you 
will; but you know, fir, there is a certain will and teſta- 
ment to be made beforehand. 

Prunk. My will, madam, is made already, and there it 
is; and if you pleaſe to open that parchment, which was 
drawn the evening before the Battle of Blenkeim, you will 
find whom J have left my heir. 

st T. Mrs. Silvia Ballanee, [opens the will and reads.] 
Well, Captain, this is a handſome and a ſubſtantial. com- 
pliment; but I can aſſure you, I am much better pleas'd 
with the bare knowledge of your intention, than I ſhou'd 
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have been in the poſſeſſion of your legacy: but, methinks, 
fir, you ſhou'd have left ſomet hing to your little boy at the 
Caſtle. | 

Prunk. That's home, [Aſide.] My little boy ! lack- a- 
day, madam, that alone may convince you 'twas none of 
mine: why the girl, madam, is my Serjeant's wife, and 
ſo the poor creature gave out that I was father in hopes 
that my friends might ſupport her in caſe of neceſſityj.— 
That was all madam.— My boy! no, no, no. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Madam, my maſter has received ſome ill news 
from London, and deſires to { eak with you immediately, 
and he begs the Captain's pardon that he can't wait on him 
as he promis'd. 

PL.umE, III news! Heaven's avert it; nothing cou 
touch me nearer than to ſee that generous worthy gentle- 
man afflicted. I'll leave you to comfort him, and be aſ- 
ſur'd that if my life and fortune can be any way ſervice- 
able to the father of my Silvia, he ſhall freely command 
both, 

S1L. The neceſſity muſt be very preſſing that wou'd es- 
gage me to endanger either, [Exeuat ſeverally, 


SCENE, Another Apartment, 


Enter Ballance and Silvia. 


S1L, Whilſt there is life there is hopes, fir; perhaps my 
brother may recover. | 
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Bat. We have but little reaſon to expect it; Doctor 
Kilman acquaints me here, that before this comes to my 
hands, he fears I ſhall have no ſon.— Poor Owen-—but the 
decree is juſt ; I was pleas'd with the death of my father, 
becauſe he left me an eſtate, and now I am puniſh'd with 
the loſs of an heir to inherit mine: I muſt now look upon 
you as the only hopes of my family, ar$1 expect that the 
iugmentation of your fortune will give you freſh thoughts, 
and new proſpects. 

$11, My deſire of being punctual in my obedience, requires 
that you would be plain in your commands, fir, 

BAL. The death of your brother makes you ſole heireſs 
to my eſtate, which you know is about twelve hundred 
pounds 'a year: this fortune gives you a fair claim to 
quality, and a title; you muſt ſet a juſt value upon 
your ſelf, and in plain terms, think no more of Captain 
Plume, 

$11, You have often commended the gentleman, fir. 

BAL. And I do fo ſtill, he's a very pretty fellow; but 
tho! I like him well encugh for a bare ſon-in-law, I don't 
approve of him for an heir to my eſtate and family. Fifteen 
hundred pounds indeed I might truſt in his hands, and it 
might do the young fellow a kindneſs; but, od's my life, 
twelve huadred pounds a year wou'd ruin him, quite turn 
his braia. A Captain of foot worth twelve hundred pounds 
2 year! 'tis a prodigy in nature, Beſides this, I have five 
c (ix thouſand pounds in woods upon my eſlate : O that 
wou'd make him ſtark mad: for, you muſt know, that all 
Captains have a mighty averſion to timber; they can't en- 
dure to ſee trees ſ.anding, Then I ſhou'd have ſome rogue 
of a builder, by the help of his dama'd magick art, tranſ- 
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form my noble oaks, and elms, into cotniſhes, portals, 
ſaſhes, birds, beaſts and dryils, to adorn ſome magotty, new 
faſhion'd bauble upon the Thames; and then you ſhou'l 
have a dog of a gardener bring à Habeas Co pus for my 
Terra firma, remove it to Chelſea, or Twittenham, and 
clap it into graſs-plats, and gravel-walks, 


Enter 3 Servant. 


Serv, Sir, here is one with a letter below for your wor- 
ſhip, but he will deltver it into no hands but your own. 

Bar. Come, ſhew me the meſſenger. [Exit with Ser: 

S11. Make the diſpute between love and duty, and I am 
a Prince Prettyman exattly.[f my brother dies, ah poor 
brother ! if he lives, ah poor ſiſter ! "tis bad both ways: 
i'll try it again, fo low my own inclinations, and break my 
father's heart; or obcy his commands, and break my own; 
worie and worſe, Suppoſe I take it thus? a moderate for- 
tune, a pretty fellow, and a pad ; or a fine eſtate, a coach 
and fix, and an aſ— that will never do neither, 


Enter Ballance and Servant, 


BAL. Put four horſes in to the coach. [To a ſervant who 
goes out.] Ho Silvia! 

S1L. Sir, 

BAL. How old were you when your mother dy'd ? 

81 L. So young, that I don't remember that I ever had 
one; and you have been fo careful, fo indulgent to me 
ſince, that indeed I never wanted one. 

BAL. Have I ever deny'd you any thing you aſked of 
me ? 
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$11, Never that 1 remember. 

Bai, Then, Silvia, I muſt beg that once in your life 
you wou'd grant me a favour, 

$11, Why ſhou'd you queſtion it, fir ? 

BAL. I don't; but I wou'd rather counſel than command: 
| don't propoſe this with the authority of a parent, but as 
the advice of your friend, that you wou'd take the coach this 
moment, and go into the country. 

$11. Does this advice, fir, proceed from the contents of 
the letter you receiv'd juſt now? 

Bat. No 3 will be with you in three or four 
days, and then give you my reaſons.— But before you go, I 
expect you will make me one ſolemn promiſe, 

811. Propoſe the thing, fir. 

BAL. That you will never diſpoſe of yourſelf to any man 
without my conſent, 

S$1L, I promiſe, 

BAT. Very well, and to be even with you, I never will 
diſpoſe of you without your own conſent : and fo, Silvia, 
the coach is ready. Farewel. [Leads her to the door, and 
returns. ] Now- ſhe's gone, I'll examine the contents of this 
letter a little nearer. {Reads, 


S1R, 


Y intimacy with Mr. Worthy has drawn a ſecret from 
him, that he had from his friend Captain Plume; 
and my friendſhip, and relation to your family, oblige me to 
give you timely notice of it. The Captain has diſhonour- 
able deſigns upon my Coufin Silvia : evils of this nature 
ae more eaſily prevented than amended; and, that you 
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wou'd immediately ſend my Couſin into the country, is the 
advice of 
SIR, your humble ſervant, 


MELINDA 


Why the devil's in the young fellows of this age, they are 
ten times worſe than they were in my time, Had he made 

my daughter a whore, and forſwore it like a gentleman, [ 
cou'd have almoit pardon'd it; but to tell tales beforehand, 
is monſtrous— hang it, I can fetch dawn a Woodcock or a 
ſnipe, and why not a hat and feather? I have a caſe of 
good piſtols, and have a good nud to try, 


Enter Worthy. 


Worthy ! your ſervant. 
Wor. I am forry, fir, to be the e of ill news. 


Bar. 1 apprehend it, fir; you have heard that my ſon 
Owen is paſt recovery. 

Wor. My letters ſay he is dead, fir. 

BAL. He's happy, and I'm tatisfy'd: the ſtrokes of 
Heaven I can bear; but injuries from men, Mr. Worthy, 
are not ſo eaſily ſupported. 

Wok. | hope, fir, you're under no apprehenſion of wro-:; 
from any body. 

BAL. You know 1 ought to be. 

Wor. You wrong my honour, fir, in believing I cou'd 
know 8ay thing to your prejudice, without reſenting it as 
much as you ſhould. 
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Bat, This letter, fir, which I tear in pieces to conceal 
the perſon that ſent it, informs me that Plume has a deſign 
upon Silvia, and that you are privy to't, 

Wor, Nay, then, fir, | muſt do my ſelf juſtice, and 
endeavour to find out the author. [Takes up a bit.] Sir, | 
know the hand; and if you refule to diſcover the contents, 
Melinda ſhall tell me. { Going, 

BAL. Hold, fir, the contents I have told you already, 
ooly with this circumſtance, that her intimacy with Mr. 
Worthy had drawn the ſecret from him. 

Wor. Her intimacy with me ! dear fir, let me pick up 
the pieces of this letter; "twill give me ſuch a power over 
her pride, to have her own an intimacy under her hand, 
'Twas the luckieſt accident ! [Gathering up the letter,] The 
aſperfion, fir, was nothing but malice, the effect of a little 
quarrel between her and Mrs, Silvia. 

BAL. Are you ſure of that, ſir ? 

Won. Her maid gave me the biſtory of part of the 
battle, juſt now as ſhe overheard it. But I hope, fir, your 
daughter has ſuffet'd nothing upon the account. 

BAL, No, no, poor girl, ſhe's fo afflicted with the news 
of her brother's death, that to avoid: company, ſhe begg'd 
eue to be gone into the country. 

Wor, And is ſhe gone? 

Bal. I cou'd not refuſe her, ſhe was ſo preſſing : the 
teach went from the door the minute before you carce, 

Wok. So preiling to be gone, fir !»—l find her fortune 
will give her the fame airs with Melinda, and then Plume 
and | may laugh at one another. 

BAL, Like enough: women are as ſubject to pride as 
ve are; and why mayn't great women, as well as great 
men, forget their old acquaintance ? but come, where's 
this young fellow? I love him ſo well, it would break the 

Vox, II. 8 
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heart of me to think him a raſcal I'm glad my daugh- 
ter's gone fairly off tho', [ Aſide. ] Where does the Captain 
quarter ? 

Wor. At Horton's : I am to meet him ** two hours 
hence z and we ſhould be glad of your company. 

BAL. Your pardon, dear Worthy ; I muſt allow a dy 
or two to the death of my ſon : The decorum of mourn- 
ing is what we owe to the world, becauſe they pay it to 
us again. Afterwards I'm yours over a bottle, or how you 
will, 

Won. Sir, I'm your humble ſervant. 

[Exeunt ſeverally. 


SCENE, The Street, 


Enter Kite, with a Mob in each Hand drunk. 


Kite ſings, 


Our prentice, Tom, may now refuſe 
To wipe his ſcoundrel maſter's ſhoes ; 
For now he's free to ſing and play, 
Over the hills and far away—Over, &c. 
| [The mob ſing the chorr:, 


We ſhall lead more happy lives, 

By getting rid of brats and wives, 
That ſcold and brawl both night and day; 

Over the hills and far away—Over, &c. 


Ki rr. Hey boys! thus we Soldiers live: drink, fing, 
danee, play, we live, as one ſhould ſay——ye live 
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impoſſible to tell how we live=— we are all Princes 
why—why you are are a King—you are an Emperor, and 
I'm a Prince—now—an't we ? 

iſt, Mos. No, Serjeant; I'll be no 43 

KI. No! 

iſt, Mog. No, I'll be a Juſtice of Peace. 

Kits. A Juſtice of Peace, man! 

iſt, Mo. Ay, wauns will I; for ſince this Preſſing Act, 
they are greater than any Emperor under the Sun, 

K1TE, Done: you are a ſuſtice of the Peace, and you 
wa King, and I am a Duke, and a rum Duke, au't I? 

zd. Mos, Ay, but I'll be no King. 

KirE. What then? i 

zd. Mos. I'll be a Queen. | 

Kirk. A Queen! 

zd. Mog. Ay, Queen of England, that's greater than 
any King of 'em all. 

Kire, Bravely ſaid, faith: huzza for the Quees: 
[Hazza!) But hark'e, you Mr. Juſtice, and you Mr. 
Veen, did you never ſee the Queen's picture? 

Mon. No, no, no. 

KiTe, I wonder at that: I have two of em ſet in gold, 
ind as like her Majeſty, God bleſs the mark. See here, 
they are in gold. 

[Takes two broad pieces out of his pocket, gives one 
to each mob. 

it, Mos. The wonderful works of nature! 

[Looking at it. 
2d. Mon. What's this written about? Here's a poſy, ! 
belieye, Ca-ro-lus ! What's that, Serjeant ? 
8 2 
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Ktrz. O! Carolus !— Why Carolus is Latin for Queez 
Ann ; that's all, 

ad. Mos. "Tis a fine thing to be ſcollard—Serjeant vil 
you part with this? I'll buy it of you, if it come within 
the compals of a crown. 

KITE. A crown! never talk of buying; 'tis the fame 
thing among friends, you know; I'll preſent them to you 
both: you ſhall give me as good a thing. Put 'em up, a:d 
remember your old friend, when I am over the hills and fr 
away, 


[They ſing, and put up the morey, 


Enter Plume ſinging, 


[ 


Over the hills, and o'er the main, 

To Flanders, Portugal, or Spain; 

The Queen commands, and we'll obey, 
Over the hills, and far away, 


Come on my men of mirth, away with it, I'll make one 
among ye. Who are theſe hearty lads ? 

Kirk. Off with your hats; ounds off with your hats! 
this is the Captain, the Captain, 

iſt. Mon. We have ſeen Captains afore-now, mun, 

24, Mos. Ay, and Lieutenant-Captains too: 'Sfleſh, II 
keep on my nab. 

iſt. Mos. And, I'ſe ſcarcely doff mine for any Captais 
in England: my vether's a freehplder, 

Prumt. Who are theſe jolly lads, Serjeant ? 

Kirr. A couple of honeſt brave fellows, that are willing 
to ſerve the Queen : [ have entertain'd 'em juſt gow, 2. 
Volunteers under your honour's command, 
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Prunk. And good entertainment they ſhall have : Vo- 
unteers are the men I want; thoſe are the men fit to make 
Gldiers, Captains, Generals, | 

iſt. Mos. Waunds, Tummas, what's this! are you liſted? 

zd. Mos. Fleſh! not I : Are you Coſtar ? 

iſt, Mos. Wounds, not I. 

KiTz. What! not liſted ! ha, ha, ha! a very good jeſt 
faith, 

iſt. Mos. Come, Tummas, we'll go home. 

zd. Mog. Ay, ay, come, 

K1TE, Home! for ſhame, gentlemen, behave yourſelves 
kefore your Captain: dear Tummas, honeſt Coſtar. 

1d. MoB. No, no, we'll be gone. 

KiTz, Nay then, I command yon to ſtay: I place you 
both Centinels in this place, for two hours, to watch the 
notion of St. Mary's clock, you; and you the motion of 
St, Chad's : and he that dares ſtir from his poſt, till he 
te reliev'd, ſhall have my ſword in his guts the next 
ninute, p 
ne Plume. What's the matter, Serjeant ? I am afraid you 
re too rough with theſe gentlemen. | 

KiTz. I'm too mild, fir; they diſobey command, fir ; 
nd one of em ſhould be ſhot for an example to the other, 

iſ, Mos. Shot, Tummas | 

PLums, Come, Gentlemen, what's the matter? 

it, Moy, We don't know; the noble Serjeant is pleas'd 
o be in a paſſion, ſir, but — | 
— They diſobey command, they deny their being 
liſted, | 
ad. Mos, Nay, Serjeant, we don't downright deny it 
iter; that we dare not do, for fear of being ſhot : but 


/ 
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we humbly conceive in a civil way, and begging your wor. 
ſhip's pardon, that we may go home, 

PLume. That's eaſily known: Have either of you te- 
ceiv'd any of the Queen's money ? 

iſt. Mos. Not a braſs farthing, fir. 

KITE. Sir, they have each of them receiv'd three and 
twenty ſhillings and fix- panes, and *tis now in their poc- 
kets. 

iſt. Mos. Waunds, if I have a penny in my pocket but 
a bent ſix-pence I'll be content to be liſted, and ſhot into 
the bargain, 

2d, Mos. And I, look ye here, fir. 
iſt. Mon, Ay, here's my ſtock too: nothing but the 
Queen's picture, that the Serjeant gave me juſt now, 

KITE. See there, a broad piece, three and twenty ſiil- 
lings and ſix pence, the Cother has the fellow on't. 

PLume, The caſe is plein, gentlemen, the goods are 
found upon you: thoſe pieces of gold are worth three and 
twenty and fix-pence each, 

iſt, Mos, So it ſeems that Carolus is three and twenty 
ſhillings and ſix-pence in Latin, 
2d. Mon. "Tis the ſame thing in Greek, for we ue 
liſted, | 

iſt. Mos. Fleſh! but we an't Tummas : I deſire to be 
carry'd before the Mayor, Captain. 

[Captain and Serjeant whiſper the while 

PLums. Twill never do, Kite,—your damn'd trick 
will ru'n me at laſt--l won't loſe the fellows tho', if I a 
help it Well, Gentlemen, there muſt be ſome trick 
in this, my Serjeant offers to take his oath that you #t 
fa; rly lifted. 
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iſt, Mos. Why, Captain, we know that you Soldiers 
have more Jiberty of conſcience than other folks; but for 
me, or neighbour Coſtar here to take ſuch an oath, 'twould 
be downright per juration. | 

Plume. Look'e, raſcal, you villain; if I find that you 
have impos'd upon theſe two honeſt fellows, Ill trample 
you to death, you dog Come, how was't ? 

2d. Mos. Nay then, we will ſpeak; your Serjeant, ag 
you ſay, is a rogue, begging your Worſhip's pardon 


and 
iſt, Mo n. Nay Tummas, let me ſpeak : you know I can 


read——2nd ſo, fir, he gave us thoſe two pieces of money 
for pictures of the Queen, by way of a preſent, 

Prunus. How, by way of a preſent! the fon of a 
whore ! I'll teach him to abuſe honeſt fellows, like you: 
ſcoundrel, rogue, villain ! 

[Beats off the Serjeant, and follows, 

Mos. O brave noble Captain! huzza ! a brave Captain, 
faith, 

iſt, Mon, Now, Tummas, Carolus is Latin for a beat- 
ing: this is the braveſt Captain I ever iaw—waunds, I have 
4 month's mind to go with you, 


Enter Plume, 


PLumg, A dog to abuſe two ſuch honeſt fellows as 
Jou. —Look' e, Gentlemen, I love a pretty fellow; I come 
among you as an Officer to liſt Soldiers, not as a kidnapper 
to ſteal ſlaves. 

iſt, Mos. Mind that, Tummas. 

PLUME, I defire no man to go with me but as I went 
my ſelf; I went a Volunteer, as you, or you may do; fer 
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a little time 1 carried a muſket; and now I command 2 
company. | 

29d. Mos. Mind that, Coſtar: a ſweet Gentleman. 

Prunk. Tis true, Gentlemen, I might take an advan- 
tage of you; the Queen's money was in your pockets; my 
Serjeant was ready to take his oath you were liſted ; but 
I fcorn to do a bale thing, you are both of you at your 
liber ty. 

1ſt. Mos. Thank you, noble Captain Icod, I can't 
find in my heart to leave him, he ſpeaks o finely. 

2d. Men. Ay» Coſtor, wou'd he always hold in this 
mind, 

PL.ums. Come, my lads, one thing more 1'll tell you: 
You're both young tight feliows, and the army is the place 
to make you men for ever: every man has his lot, and you 
have yours. What think you now of a purſe of French 
gold out of a Mooſieur's pocket, after you have daſh'd out 
his brains with the butt of your firelock ? eh! 

iſt. Mos. Waunds! I'll have it, Captaiz——give me a 
. ſhilling, Il follow you to the end of the world, 

2d, Mos. Nay, dear Coſtar, do'na ; be advis'd. 

PLums Here. my hero, here are ws guineas for thee, 
as earneſt of what I'll do fartker for thee. 

2d. Mos. Do'na take it, do'na take it dear Coſtar. 

, Crye, and pulls back his arm. 

it. Mos. Lu- wulſ—waunds, my mind gives me, 

tat T ſhall be 4 Captain my ſelf—T take your money, fir, 
and now I am a Gentleman. 

PLUME, Give me thy hand, and you and Iwill travel the 
the world o'cry and command it wherever we treat=— 


bring your friend with you, if you can. 


7 
{4 
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iſt. Mon, Well Tummas, muſt we part ? 

2d, Mos. No, Coſtar, I cannot leave thee — Come, Cap- 
tain, I'll e'en go along too; and if you have two honeſter, 
ſimpler lads in your company, than we two have been, Il 
ſay no more? 

Prunk. Here my lad, [gives him money.] Now your 


name ? | 
2d. Mos. Thomas Appletree. 


PLumt, And yours? 

1ſt. Mos Coſtar Pearmain. 

PruvE Born where? 

iſt, Mog. Both in Herefordſhire. 

Prunk. Very well; courage, my lad — o. we'll 
bog, 


Over the hills and far away. 


Courage, brave boys, tis cne to ten, 
But we return all Gentlemen, &c. 
[Exeunt, 


A © T8 
SCENE, The Matket-place. 


Enter Plume and Worthy, 


Wor. T Cannot forbear admiring the equality of our two - 

fortunes: we lov'd two Ladies;' they met us 
balf way, and juſt as we were upon the point of le ing 
into their arms, fortune drops into their laps, pride poſſeſſes 


— — 
—— — K  —— 


——— — _— - — 
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Ul 
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their hearts, a maggot fills their heads, madneſs takes ther 
by the tails; they ſnort, kick up their heels and away they 
run; | 

PLyms. And leave us here to mourn upon the ſhore 
2 couple of poor melancholy monſters—What ſhall we do? 

Wor, I have a trick for mine; the letter, you knows 
and the Fortune- Teller, 

PLumE. And I have a trick for mine. 

Won. What is't ? 

PLume, I'll never think of her again. 

Worx. No!- 

PLuwmE. No; I think my ſelf above adminiſtring to the 
pride of any woman, were ſhe worth twelve thouſand a 
year? and | han't the vanity to believe, I ſhall ever gain 2 
lady worth twelve hundred—the generous, good-natur'd 
Silvia in her ſmock | admire; but the haughty, ſcornful 
Silvia with her fortune I deſpiſe what, ſneak out of town, 
and not ſo much as a word, a line, a compliment 
"(death ! how far off does ſhe live? I'll go and break her 
windows. 

Wor. Ha, ha, ha ! ay and the window-bars too to come 
at he come, come, friend, no more of your rough 
military airs, 


Enter Kite. 


KITE. Captain, fir! look yonder, ſhe's a coming this 
way; tis the prettieſt, cleaneſt little tit. 

Prunk. Now Worthy, to ſhew you how much I am in 
love here ſhe comes: And what is that great country* 
fellow with her ? 

KITE. I can't tell, fir. 
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Enter Roſe and her Brother Bullock, and Chickens on her 
Arm in a Baſket, &c. 


Ros k. Buy chickens, young and tender, young and tender 
chickens ? 

Prunk. Here, you chickens | 

Ros. Who calls? 

PLumz., Come hither, pretty maid. 

Ros z. Will you pleaſe to buy, fir? 

Wor. Yes, child, we'll both buy. 

Prunz. Nay, Worthy, that's not fair; market for your 
ſelf.—Come, child, I'll buy all you have. 

Ros x. Then all I have is at your ſervice. [Curt'ſys, 

Wor. Then I muſt ſhift for my ſelf, I find, [Exit, 

PLums, Let me fee, young and tender, you ſay, 

[Chucks her under the chin. 

Ros x. As ever you taſted in your life, fir. 

Plunk. Come, 1 muſt examine your baſket to the bot- 
tom, my dear. 

Ros k. Nay, for that matter, put in your hand; ſee, 
ſir; 1 warrant my ware as good as any in the market, 

PLumE, And I'll buy it all, child, were it ten times 
more, 

Ros E. Sir, I can furniſh you. 

PLume. Come, then, we won't quarrel about the price; 
they're fine birds——pray what's your name, pretty crea- 
ture, > 

Rosz. Roſe, fir: my father is a farmer within three 
ſhort wile o' the town 3 we keep this mirket ; I ſell chick- 


ens, eggs, and butter, and my Brother Bullock here ſells. 
corn. 
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Bor. Come, ſiſter, haſte, we ſhall be late home, 
[ Whiſtles about the Rage, 

Prutz. Kite! [Tips him the wink, he returns it.] 
Pretty Mrs. Roſe, you have—let me ſee—how many? 

Ros k. A dozen, fir, and they are richly worth a crown, 

Bull. Come Rouſe, Rouſe, I ſold fifty ſtrake of barley tq 
day in half this time; but you will higgle and higgle for a 
penny more than the commodity is worth, 

Ros k. What's that to you, oaf? I can make as much 
out of a groat, as you can out of four-pence, I'm ſure—— 
the gentleman bids fair, and when I meet with a chapman, 
I know how to make the beſt of him—and fo, fir, I ſay, 


for a croWh piece, the bargain” s yours. 

PLume, Here's a guinea, my dear, 

Ros. I can't change your money, fir, 

PLumE. Indeed, indeed, but you can—my lodging is 
hard by, chicken, and we'll make change there. 

a [Goes off, ſhe follows him, 

KITE. So, fir, as | was telling you, I have ſeen one of 
theſe Huſſars eat up a ravelin for his breakfaſt, and after- 
wards pick his teeth with a paliſado. 

Bo L. Ay, you Soldiers ſee very * things; but ſir, 
what is a ravelin ? 

Kirz. Why, *tis like a modern minc'd pye; but the 
cruſt is confounded hard, and the plums are ſomewhat hard 
of digeſtion. 

Bur. Then your paliſado, pray what may that wi > 
Cote, Rouſe, pray ha' done. 

KI TI. Your paliſado i is a pretty ſort of bodkin, about the 


thickneſs of my leg. 
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But. That's a fib, I believe. [Aſide.] Eh! Where's 
Rouſe ! Rouſe ! Rouſe ! 'Sfleſh, where's Rouſe gone? 

Kir. She's gone with the Captain. 

But, The Captain ! waunds, there 8 no ' preſſing of 
women, ſure ? 

Kirk. But there is, ſir, 

Bur, If the Captain ſhould preſs Rouſe 1 ſhou'd be 
ruined What way went ſhe? O the devil take your. ravelins, 
and paliſadoes. \ [ Exit. 

Kir z. You ſhall be better acquaiated with ther, honeſt 
Bullock, or I ſhall miſs of my aim, 


Enter Worthy. 


Wor, Why, thou art the moſt uſeful fellow in nature to 
your Captain, admirable in your way, I find, 

Kirk. Yes, fir, I underſtand my buſſneſs, I will fay i it.— 
you muſt know, fir, I was born A gipſey: and bred among 
that crew till I was ten years old ; there I learn'd canting 
and lying. I was bought from my mother, Cleopatra, by 

z certain nobleman for three piſtoles ; 7 who, liking my 
beauty, made me his Page; there [ learn'd impudence and 
pimping. I was turn'd off for wearing my Lord's linen, 
and drinking my Lady's Ratifia, and turn'd Bailiff's follower ; 
there I learn'd bullying and ſwearing. I at laſt got into the 
Army; and there I learn'd whoring and drinking —ſo that if 
your worſhip pleaſes to caſt up the whole ſum, viz. canting, 
lying, impudence, pimping, bullyiog, ſyearing, whoring, 
drinking, and a halbard, you will find the ſum total Yoga 
to a Recruiting Serjeant. 55 


Wor. And pray what induc'd you to turn Soldier 89 2 
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Kir. Hunger and ambition; the fears of ſtarving, and 
hopes of a truncheon, led me along to a Gentleman with 4 
fair tongue, and fair pertiwig, who loaded me with promiſes; 
but egad it was the lighteſt load that ever I felt in my life— 
he promis'd to advance me, and indeed he did ſo——to x 
garret in the Savoy, I aſk'd him why he put me in priſon; 
he call'd me lying dog, and faid I was in Garriſon ; and 
indeed *tis a Garriſon that may hold out 'till Doom's-day 
before I ſhou'd defire to take it again, But here comes 
Juſtice Ballance, 


Enter Ballance and Bullock, 


BAL. Here, you Serjeant, where's your Captain? here's 
a poor fooliſh fellow comes clamouring to me with a com. 
plaint, that your Captain has preſs'd his ſiſter. Do you 
know any thing of this matter Worthy ? 

Wor. Ha, ha, ha! I know his ſiſter is * with Plume 
to his lodgings, to ſell ſome chickens. 

BAL. Is that all? the fellow's a fool. 

But. I know that, an pleaſe you; but if your worſhip 
pleaſes to grant me 4 warrant to bring her before you, for 
fear of the worſt ? n 

Bat. Thou'rt mad, fellow, thy ſiſter's ſafe enough. 

[ Aſide. 

KITE. I hope ſo too, 

Wor. Haſt thou no more ſenſe, fellow, than to believe 
that the Captain can lift women? 

Bux. 1 know not whether they liſt them, or what they 
do with them ; but I am ſure they carry as many v wornen 2+ 
men with thee out of the country, 
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BAL. But how came you not to go along with your 
ſiſter? 

BuL. Lord, fir, I thought no more of her going than I 
do of the day I ſhall die; but this Gentleman here,,not 
ſuſpecting any hurt neither, I believe you thought no 
harm, friend, did you? 

Kir. Eack-a-day, fir, not I; only that I believe 1 ſhall 
marry her to-morrow. [Afide, 

BAL. I begin to ſmell powder. Well, friend, but what 
did that Gentleman with you ? 

BVT. Why, fir, he entertain'd me with a fine ſtory of a 
ereat fight between the Hypgarians, I think it was, and the 
Irin; and ſo, fir, while we were in the heat of the battle 
—the Captain carry'd off the baggage. 

BAL. Serjeant, go along with this fellow to your Cap- 
tin; give him my humble ſervice, and deſire him to diſ- 
charge the wench, though he bas liſted her. 

Bu l. Ay, and if ſhe ben't free for that, he — ha ve 
another man in her place. 

Kir E. Come, honeſt friend, you ſhall go to my quarters 
iaſtead of the Captain's. [ Aſide. 

[Exeunt Kite and Bullock. 

BAL. We muſt get this mad Captain his complement of 
men, and ſend him a packing, or elſe he'll over-run the 
country. 

Wor+ You ſee, fir, bow little be values your daughter” $ 
diſdain. 

Bat. I like him the better; I was juſt ſuch another 
fellow at his age; I never ſet my heart upon any woman, 
ſo much as to make my ſelf uneaſy at the diſappointment : 
but what was very ſurprizing both to my ſelf and friends, I 
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chang'd o'the ſudden from the fickle lover, to the moſt con- 
ſtant huſband in the world, But how goes your affair with 
Melinda ? 

Wok. Very ſlowly. Cupid had formerly wings; but | 
think in this age he goes upon crutches ; or I fancy Venus 
had been dallyiog with her Cripple, Vulcan, when my 
amour comimenc'd, which has made it go on fo lamely. 
My miſtreſs has 0 a Captain too; but ſuch a Captain — 
As I live, vonder he comes. 

BAL. Who? that bluff fellow in n the ſaſh ; 1 don't knoy 
him. 

Won. But I engage he knows you, and every body at fit 
Gght : his impudence were a prodigy, were not his ignarance 
proportionable ; be bas the moſt univerſal acquaintance of 
any man living ; for he won t be alone, and no body will 
keep him company twice : then he's » Czſar among the 
women, Veni, Va Vici; that's all. If he has but talk d 
with the maid, he ſwears he has lain with the miſtreſs. 
But the moſt ſurprizing part of his charaQer, i is his memory, 
| — 1 is the molt prodigious, and the moſt trifling i in the 
world 

B AL. I have met with ſuch men; and 1 take this good- 
for-nothing. memory, to proceed from a certain contexture 
of the breig, which is purely adapted to impertinencies z 
and there they lodge ſecure, the owner havi ing no thoughts 
of his own to diſturb thern. I have known a man as perfect 
as a chronologer as to the day and year of moſt important 
tranſaQions, but be altpgether ignorant in the cauſes, or 
conſequences, of any gne thing of moment. I have known 
another acquire ſo much by travel, as to tell you the names 
of r moſt places in Europe, with their diſtances of miles, 
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leagues, or hours, as punctually as a Poſt- boy; but for any 
thing elſe, as ignorant as the horſe that carries the 
mail, 

Wok. This is your man, fir; add but the traveller's pri- 
vilege of lying, and even — he abuſes, this is the — 
behold the — 


: Enter Brazen, ' 

BNAZ. Mr. Worthy, [ am your ſervant, and lo forth— 
hark'e, my dear. 

Wor. Whiſperiog, ſir, before company is not manners, 
and when no body is by, 'tis fooliſh, 

Braz. Company Mort de ma vie! I beg the'gentle- 
man's pardon: Who is he ? 

Wor. Aſk him. > 

Bx AZ. So Iwill. My dear, I am your ſervant, and ſo 
forth your name, my dear? 

BAL. Verily, Laconick, fir. 8 

Ba AZ. Laconick l very good name truly; I have 
known ſeveral of the Laconicks abroad. Poor Jack La- 
conick! he was kill'd at the Battle of Landen. I remem. 
der that he had a blue ribbon in his hat that very day; and 
after he fell, we found a piece of Neat's Tongue in his 
pocket, 


3AL.' Pray, fir, did the French attack us; or we them, 
it Landen? 


BRAZEZ. The French attack us dn fie; are you 2 
Jacobite ? 

BAL. Why that queſtion ? 

Br az. Becauſe none but a Jacobite could think that the 
French durſt attack us—no, fir, we attack'd them on the 
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1 Fave reaſon to remember the time; for I had two and 
twenty horſes kill'd under me that day. 

Won. Then, fir, you muſt have rid mighty hard, 

BAL. Or perhaps, fir, like my countryman, you rid upon 
half a dozen horſes at once, 

BrAz, What do you mean, gentlemen ? I tell you they 
were kill'd, all torn to pieces by cannon-ſhot, except fix l 
ſtak'd to death upon the enemies Chevaux de Friſe. 

BAL. Noble Captain, may I crave your name? 

Bx AZ. Brazen, at your ſervice. 

BAL. Oh, Brazen! a very good name; I have known 
ſeveral of the Brazens abroad, 

Won. Do you know Captain Plume, fir ? 

Bx AZ. Is he any thing related to Frank Plume, in Nor- 
thamptonſhire —honeſt Frank!] many, many, many, a dry 
bottle have we crack'd hand to fiſt, You muſt have known 
his brother Charles, that was concern'd in the India Com- 
pany : he marry'd the daughter of old Tongue-Pad the 
Maſter in Chancery; a very pretty woman, only ſquinted : 
little : ſhe dy'd in child-bed of her firſt child ; but the child 
ſurviv'd; 'twas a daughter; but whether 'twas call'd Mar- 
garet or Margery, upon my ſoul, I can't remember, 
[Looking on his Watch] But, Gentlemen, I muſt meet x 
Lady, a twenty thouſand pounder, preſently upon the walk 
by the water Worthy, your ſervant ; Laconick, my 

Exit, 

BAL. If you can have ſo mean an opinion of Melinda 
as to be jealous of this fellow, I think ſhe ought to give you 
cauſe to be ſo, 

Won. I don't think ſhe encourages him ſo much for 
gaining her ſelf a lover, as to ſet me up 4 rival: were there 
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any credit to be given to his words, I ſhould believe Melinda 
had made him this aſſignation; I mult go ſee : fir, you'll 
pardon me, [ Exit, 

BAL. Ay, ay, fir, you're a man of buſineſs—but what 
have we got here ? 


Enfer Roſe ſinging. 


Rose, And [ ſhall be a Lady, a Captain's Lady, and ride 
ſingle upon a white horſe with a ſtar, upon à velvet ſide- 
ſaddle; and I ſhall go to London, and fee the tombs, and 
the lions, and the Queen. Sir, an' pleaſe your worſhip, 1 
have often ſeen your Worſhip ride thro? our grounds a hunt. 
ing; begging your Worſhip's pardon, pray, what may this 
lace be worth a yard ? [Shewing ſome lace. 

BAL. Right Mechlin, by this light! Where did you get 
this lace, child ? 

Ros x. No matter for that, fir, I came honeſtly by it. 


BAL. I queſtion it much. 
Rose. And ſee here, fir, a fine Turkey-ſhell ſnuff-box, 


ind fine mangere, ſee here. [ Takes ſnuff affectedly.] The 
Captain learn'd me how to take it with an air, 

BAL. O ho! the Captain! now the murther's out: and 
ſo the Captain taught you to take it with an air. 

Rose. Ves, and give it with an air too—Will your Wor- 
ſip pleaſe to taſte my ſnuff? [Offers the box affectedly. 

BAL. You are a very apt ſcholar, pretty maid. And 
pray, what did you give the Captain for thele fine things ? 

Ros z. He's to have my brother for a Soldier, and two or 
three ſweet-hearts that I have in the country; they ſhall 
all go with the Captain: O! he's the fineſt man, and the 
burnbleſt withal : wou'd you believe it, fir? he carry'd me 

T 3 
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up with him to his own chamber, with as much familiarity 
"as if I had been the beſt Lady in the land. 

BAL. Oh! he's a mighty familiar Gentleman, as can 
be. 


Enter Plume ſinging. 


PLumz. But it is not fo 
| With thoſe that go 
Throꝰ froft and ſnow 
Moſt apropo, 
My maid with the milking-pail. 
[Takes hold of Roſe, 

How, the Juſtice ! Then I'm arraign'd, condemn'd and exe- 
cuted. . 

BAL. O, my noble Captain 

Ros. And my noble Captain too, fir, 

PLume. Sdeath, child, you are mad !ſ———Mr, Ballance 
1 am fo full of buſineſs about my Recruits, that I han't 
a moment*s time toi] have juſt now three or four people 
| | mms 

BAL. Nay, Captain, I muſt ſpeak to you 

Ros Ex. And ſo muſt I too, Captain. | 

PLums. Any other time, fir, 0 l cannot for my life, 


fir 


BAL. Pray, fir —— 

Prunk. Twenty thouſand things I wou do 
but———now, fir, pray——devil take mel cannot 
I muſt—— ; [Breaks away. 

Bar. Nay, I'll follow you. (Exit, 

Ros E. And I too. (Exit, 


e, 


Tus RECRUITING orrickR. 249 


SCENE, The Walk by the Severn-ſide, 


Enter Melinda, and her Maid Lucy, 


ML. And pray, was it a ring, or buckle, or pendants or 
knots, or in what ſhape was the Almighty gold transform'd, 
that has brib'd you ſo much in his favour ? 

Luc. Indeed, madam, the laſt bribe I had was from the 
Captain, and that was only a ſmall piece of Flanders edging 
for pinners. 

MEL. Ay, Flanders late is as conſtant a preſent from 
Officers to their women, as ſomething elſe is from their 
women to them. They every year bring over a cargo of 
lace, to cheat the Queen of her duty, and her jubjects of 
their honeſty: 

Luc. They only barter one ſort of prohibited goods for 
another, madam. 

ML. Has any of em been haiti with you, Mrs, 
Pert, that you talk ſo like a trader? 

Luc, Madam, you talk as peeviſhly to me, as if it were 
my fault: the crime is none of mine, tho“ I pretend to 
excuſe it; tho' he ſhould not ſee you this week, can I help 
it? but as I was ſaying, madam His friend, Captain 
Plume, has ſo taken him up theſe two days. 

Mr. Pſha! wou'd his friend, the Captain, were ty'd 
upon his back, I warrant he has never been ſober fince that 
confounded Captain came to town: the devil take all Offis 
cers, I ſay——they do the nation more harm by debauching 
us at home, than they do- good by defending us abroad, 
No ſooner a Captain comes to town, but all the young 
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fellows flock about him, and we can't keep a man to our- 
ſelves. 

Luc. One wou'd imagine, madam, by your concern for 
Worthy's abſence, that you ſhou'd uſe him better when he's 
with you. . 

MT. Who told you, pray, that I was concern'd for his 
abſence; I'm only yex'd that I've had nothing ſaid to me 
theſe two days: one may like the love and deſpiſe the lover, 
I] hope; as one may love the treaſon, and hate the traytor. 
O ! here comes another Captain, and a rogue that has the 
confidence to make love to me; but, indeed, I don't won- 
der at that, when he has the aſſurance to fancy himſelf a 
fine gentleman, 

Loc. If he ſhou'd ſpeak of the aſſignation I ſhou'd be 
ruin'd. [ Aſide, 


Enter Brazen. 


BAZ. True to the touch, faith! [Aſide.] Madam, I am 
your humble ſervant, and all that, madam—A fine river, 
this ſame Severn—Do you love fiſhing, madam ? 

MEL. Tis a pretty melancholy amuiement for lovers. 

BRAZ. I'll go buy hooks and lines preſently ; for you 
mult know, madarr, that I have ſerv'd in Flanders, againſt 
the Fr nch, in Hungary, agaiaſt the Turks, and in Tangier 
againſt the Moors, and | was never fo much in love before; 
and ſplit me, madam, in all the campaigns I ever made, | 
have not ſeen ſo fine a Woman as your ladyſhip. 

ML. And from. all the mea I ever ſaw, I never had fo 
fine a compliment; but you Soldiers are the beſt bred men, 
that we mult allow, 


Tuz RECRUITING OFFICER, 268 


Br az, Some of us, madam—but there are brutes among 
us too; very ſad brutes: for my own part, I have always 
had the good luck to prove agreeable—I have had very con- 
fiderable offers, madam, — I might have married a German 
Princeſs, worth fifty thouſand crowns a year ; but her ſtove 
diſguſted me — The daughter of a Turkiſh Baſhaw fell in 
love with me too, when I was priſoner among the Infidels ; 
he offer'd to rob her father of his treaſure, and make her 
eſcape with me ; but I don't know how, my time was not 
come, hanging and marriage, you know, go by deftiny : 
fate has reſerv'd me for a Shropſhire lady with twenty thou» 
ſand pound. Do you know any ſuch perſon, madam ? 

Mey. Extravagant coxcomb ! to be ſure a great many 
Ladies of that fortune wou'd be proud of the name of Mrs» 
Brazen. 

Bu AZ. Nay, for that matter, madam, there are women 
of very good quality cf the name of Brazen, 


Enter Worthy. 


Mr. O! are you there, Gentleman ?-=Come, Captain, 
we'll walk this way; give me your hand, 
Bu AZ. My hand, heart's blood and guts, are at your 
ſerrice Mr. Worthy, you ſervant, my dear. 
[Exit leading Melinda. 
Wor. Death and fire, this is not to be borgs. 


Eater Plume. 


PTUuz. No more it is, faith. 
Wor, What? 


* 
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Prunk. The March Beer at the Raven: I have been 
doubly ſerving the Queen, ——-raifing men, and raiſing the 
exciſe Recruiting and Elections are rare friends to the 
exciſe. | 

Wor: You an't drunk? 

Prunk. No, no; whimſical only: I could be mighty 
fooliſh, and fancy my ſelf mighty witty : reaſon (till keeps 
Its throne ; but. it nods a little, that's all. 

Won. Then you're juſt fit for a frolick ? 

PLUME. As fit as cloſe pinners for a punk in the pit. 

Won. There's your play then, recover me that veſſe! 
from that Tangerine, 

Pr uur. She's well rigg'd ; but how is ſhe mann'd ? 

Wor. By Captain Brazen, that I tald you of to day: 
ſhe's call'd the Melinda, a firſt rate, I can aſſure you: ſhe 
ſheer'd off with him juſt now on purpoſe to afſront me; but 
according to your advice, I wou'd take no notice, becauſe 
I wou'd ſeem to be above a concern for her behaviour: but 


have a care of a quarrel. 


PL.umE. No, no, I never quarrel with any thing in my 
cups but an oyſter-wench, or a cook-maid; and if they 
ben't civil, I knock em down : but hark'e, my friend, I'll 
make love, and I muſt make love; 1 tell you my yl 
make love like a platoon. = | | 

Won. Platoon, how's that? 

PLumE. I'll kneel, ſtoop and ſtand, faith: moſt. Ladies 
are gain'd by platooning. 

Wor. Here they come: I muſt leave you. Exit. 

PLume Sob! now muſt I ook as ſober, and as demuſe 
as a whore at a chriſtening, 
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Eater Brazen and diebe. 


BAZ. Who? pas madam ? 
ML. A Brother Officer of yours, I ſuppoſe, ſir. 
Br az. Ay |\—my dear, [To Plume. 
PL.ume. My dear, [Runs and embraces. 
BAZ. My dear boy, how" is't ?. Your name, my dear? 
lf I be not miſtaken I have ſeen your face. | 
P1,umt. I never ſaw yours im my life, my dear but 
there's a face as well known as ny Sun that ſhines on all, 
and is by all ador' d. £9 _ 
Baaz. Have you any tion; Sb 
Prunk. Pretenſions ! 
Bx az. That is, fir, have you ever ſerv'd abroad? 
PLvums. I have ſerv'd at home, fir, for ages ſerv'd this 
cruel fair—and that will ſerve the turn, fir. 
MEL. So between the fool and the rake, 1 ſhall bring 3 
fine ſpot of work upon my hands—T' ſee Worthy yonder— 
I cou'd be content to be friends with him wou'd Us come 
this way *. „ We Boe 7 
Ba Az. Will you fight for the Lady, Sd I 
PLumE. No, fir, but I'll have her notwithſtanding, 


, 
EF $5 Þ 


Thou peerleſs Prince's of Saiopian plains, 
Envy'd by nymphs, and worſhipp'd by the ſwains. 


BR az. Oons, fir, not fight for her | | 3 
PLumE, Prithee be quiet ſhall fe on out- 


Behold how humbly does the Severn "tide, | 
To greet thee, Prigceſs of the Severn fide. 
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BAZ. Don't mind him, madam.—lf he were not ſo 
well dreſt, I ſhould take him for a poet—but L'Il ſhew the 
difference preſently——come, madam, we'll place you 
between us; and now the longeſt ſword carries her. 

[ Draws, 


Mz. [Shrieking. ] | 
Enter Worthy. 


Ohl Mr. Worthy ſave me from theſe mad men, 
[Exit with Worthy, 

PLoume. Ha, ha, ha! Why don't you follow, fir, and 
fight the bold raviſher ? 

Bx az. No, fir, you are my man. 

PLums. I don't like the wages, and I won't be your 
man. 

BAZ. Then you are not worth my ſword. 

PLumt, No! pray what did it coſt ? 

Ba Az. It coſt me twenty piſtoles in France, and my ene. 
mies thouſands of lives in Flanders, 

PLume. Then they had a dear bargain, 


Enter Silvia in Man's Apparel, 


S11, Save ye, ſave, Gentlemen. 

Bu az. My dear, I'm yours. 

Prunk. Do you know the Gentleman? 

BrAz. No; but I will preſently—your name, my dear? 
SIL. Wilful ; Jack Wilful, at your ſervice. 

Ba az, What, the Kentiſh Wilfuls, or thoſe of Stafford- 
ſhire ? 
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$11. Both, fir, both; I'm related to all the Wilfuls ia 
Europe, and I'm head of the family at preſent, 

PLuME. Do you live in this county, fir? 

81 L. Yes, fir, I live where I ſtand; I have neither home, 
houſe, nor habitation beyond this ſpot of ground, 

Bx AZ. What are you, fir? 

Sil. A rake. | 

PLume. In the army, I preſume ? 

S1L. No; but J intend to liſt immediately. Lookꝰ e 
Gentlemen, he that bids me faireſt has me. 

Braz. Sir, I'll prefer you; I'll make you a Corporal 
this minute. 

PLumz, Corporal! I'll make you my companion; you 
ſhall eat with me. 

BAE. You ſhall drink with me. 

PLumE. You ſhall lie with me, you young rogue. 

[Ki 

BAZ. You ſhall receive your pay, and do no duty, 

Stv. Then you muſt make me a Field Officer. 

PLume, Pho, pho! I'll do more than all this; I'll make 
you a Corporal, and give you a brevet for Serjeant. 

Braz- Can you read and write, fir ? 

811. Yes. 

Bx az. Then your buſineſs is done. I'll make you Chap- 
lain to the Regiment, 

81. Your promiſes are ſo equal, that I'm at a loſs to 
chooſe : there is one Plume, that I hear much commendeg 
in town; pray, Which of you is Captain Plume ? 

PLumE. 1 am Captain Plume. 

Bu az, No, no, I'm Captain Plume. 

$11. Hey day! 


ay 
— "OY 
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Prunz. Captain Plume ! I'm your ſervant, my dear, 
BRA. Captain Biazen! I am yours—the fellow dares 


not fight. 
Enter Kite, 


Kir. Sir, if you pleaſe— [Goes to whiſper Plume, 
Prunk. No, there's your Captain, Captain Plume, your 


Serjeant has got ſo drunk, he miſtakes me for you. 


Ba az, He's an incorrigible ſot.— Here, my HeRtor of 
Holborn, forty ſhillings for you. 

Prunk. I forbid the banns—look'e, friend, you ſhall liſt 
with Captain Brazen. 

St. I will fee Captain Brazen hang'd firſt; I will liſt 
with Captain Plume, I am a free-born Engliſhman, and 
will be a flave my own way—look'e, fir, will you ſtand by 
mie ? [To Brazen, 

Bs az. I warrant you, my lad. | 

S131. Then I will tell you, Captain Brazen, [To Plume.] 
that you are an ignorant, pretending, impudeat coxcomb. 

Bzaz. Ay, ay, a lad dog. 

Sr. A very lad dog: give me the money, noble Captain 
Plume. 

PLumt. Then you won't liſt with Captain Brazen, 

$11. I won't. 

BAZ. Never mind him, child, I'll end the diſpute pre- 
ſently. Hark'e, my dear, 

[Takes Plume to one fide of the ſtage, and entertains 
him in dumb ſhow. a | 

KITE. Sir, he in the plain coat is Captain Plume, I am 
his Serjeant, and will take my oath on't, 

' 
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811. What! you are Serjeant Kite. 

KITE. At your ſervice. 

811. Then I wou'd not take your oath for a farthing. 

KITE. A very underſtanding youth of his age ! Prays 
fir, let me look full in your face. 

$11. Well, fir, what have you to ſay to my face? 

KiTx. The very image of my brother; two bullets of 
the ſame cavalier were never ſo like: ſure it muſt be Charles 
Charles ——— 

S1L, What d'ye mean by Charles? 

KI rE. The voice too, only a little variation in F fd ut 
flat, My dear brother, for I muſt call you ſo, if you ſhon'd 
have the fortune to enter into the.moſt noble ſociety of the 
ſword, I beſpeak you for a Comrade, 

817. No, fir, I'll be the Captain's Comrade, if any 
body's, 

KITE. Ambition there again! 'tis a noble paſſion for a 
Soldier; by that I gain'd this glorious Halbert. Ambition! 
I ſee a Commiſſion in his Face already. Pray, noble Caps 
tain, give me leave to ſalute you. [ Offers to kiſs her. 

S1L, What, men kiſs one another ! 

K1Tz. We Officers do; tis our way; we live together 
like man and wife, always either kifling or fighting: - but 1 
ſee a ſtorm a coming. 

S11.. Now, Serjeant, I ſhall ſee who is your Captain, by 
your knocking down the other. 

K1Tz, My Captain ſcorns affiſtance, fir. 

Bx az, How dare you contend for any thing, and not dare 
to draw your ſword ? but you are a young fellow, and have 
not been much abroad; I excuſe that, but prithee reſign the 
man, prithee do z you are à very honeſt fellow. 
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PLvmE. You lye, and you are a ſon of a whore. 


[Draws and makes up to Brazen, 
BAZ. Hold, hold, did not you refuſe to fight for the 


Lady ? | [ Retiring» 
PLumse, I always do—but for a man I'll fight knee deep; 
fo you lye again, 


[Plume and Brazen fight a traverſe or two about the 
ſtage : Silvia draws, who is held by Kite, who ſounds 
to arms with his mouth, [Takes Silvia in his arms, 
and carries her off the ſtage. 

BAZ. Hold, where's the man? 

Prunk. Gone, 

BAZ. Then what do we fight for ? [puts up] now let's 
embrace, my dear. 

PLums. With all my heart, my dear, [Putting up.] I 
fuppoſe Kite has liſted him by this time. [Embrace, 

Ba Az. You are a brave fellow: I always fight with a 
man before I make him my friend; and if once I find he 
will fight, I never\quarre] with him afterwards.— And now 
I'll tell you a ſecret, my dear friend, that Lady we frighted 
out of the walk juſt now, I found in bed this morning 
fo beautiful, ſo inviting—l1 preſently lock'd the door——but 
am a man of honour————but I believe I ſhall marry her 
nevertheleſs——her twenty thouſand pound, you know, will 
be a pretty conveniency l had an aſſignation with her here; 
but your coming ſpoil'd my ſport. Curſe you, my dear; 
but don't do fo again, 
PLUME, No, no, my dear, men are my buſineſs at pre · 
ſent, 
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SCENE, The Walk continues. 
Enter Roſe and Bullock meeting. 


Ros z. | hy have you been, you great booby? yon 
are always out of the way in the time of 
preferment. 

BVL. Preferment ! Who ſhould prefer me? 

Ross. I wou'd prefer you; who ſhou'd prefer a man but 
a2 woman? come, throw away that great club, hold up 
your head, cock your hat, and look big. 

Bu T. Ah! Rouſe, Rouſe, I fear ſomebody will look big 
ſooner than folk think of : this genteel breeding never comes 
into the country without a train of followers————here 
has been Cart-whee], your ſweet heart; what will become 
of him ? 

Ros k. Look'e, I'm a great woman, and will provide 
for my relations: I told the Captain how finely he play'd 
upon the taber and pipe, ſo he has ſet him down for Drum- 
Major, 

Bur. Nay, fiſter, why did not you keep that place for 
me? you know I always lov'd to be a drumming, if it were 
but on a table, or on a quart pot. 


Enter Silvia. 


S11, Had I but a Commiſſion in my pocket, I fancy my 
breeches wou'd become me as well as any ranting fellow 


* 
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of ern all; for I take a bold ſtep, a rakiſh toſs, a ſmart 
cock, and an impudent air to be the principal ingredients 
in the compoſition of a Captain. — What's here? Roſe! my wi 
nurſe's daughter !—I'll go and praQtiſe—come, child, kiſs 


me at once : [kiſſes Roſe] and her brother too l- well, | 
honeſt Dungfork, do you "know "the difference between 2 
horſe and cart, and a cart-horſe ? Dd ea? + |. ha 
Bur. 1 prefume that your worſhip is a Captain M your 
cloaths and your courage. 88 
81 v. Supppſe 1 werez wou'd you be e to liſt, 
friend? 7 | 
Kos. No, no, tho* your Worſhip be a handſome man» * 
there be others as fine, as ou; my brother is W 
Captain Find... 3:4: 1-02 : oft A clo 
81 1. Plume! l Do you know Captain Plume ? > wit 
Rove; Yes 1 do, and he knows me. -He took the | 
ribbops out of his ſhirt-lleeves; and put them into my ſhoes ; 
—ſee there—l can aſſure you, that ; can do * thing with rig 
the Captain... * f 


"Bur. That is in v $a ©. way, 1 a care what 
you ſay, Roule,, don” t.thame, yoyr,parentage. 
Ros 8. Nay, for that matter, I am not ſo ſimple as to ſay, 
that 1c can do. any thing with the Captain, but what] may 
do with any body elſe, 
81 Ls So!, And Pray, OO do you . from this Cap- you 
tain, child? . 
Ros. I expect, fir- | b he a me 
to tell no body—but ſuppoſe that he ſhould promiſe to marry Ty 

me ? | 
S· L. You ſhou'd have a eare, my dear, men will oy 
any thing before-hand. 12 
0 
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Rot k. I know that; but he promis'd to marry me after- 
wards. 

Bu. Waunds, Rouſe, what have you ſaid? 

811. Afterwards! after what? 

Ros · After I had ſold my chickens I hope there's no 
harm in that, 


Enter Plume. 


PL. What, Mr. Wilful, ſo cloſe with my market- 
woman ! 

811. I'll try if he loves her. [Aſide.] Cloſe, fir, ay, and 
cloſer yet, ſir. Come, my pretty maid, you and I will 
withdraw a little, 

PLUME, No, no, friend, I han't done with her yet. 

$11, Nor have I begun with her; ſo I have as good a 
right as you have. 

PLume, Thou art a bloody impudent fellow. 

81 U. Sir, I wou'd qualify myſelf for the ſervice, 

PLume. Haſt thou really a mind to the ſervice ? 

S11, Ves, fir: fo let her go. 

Rosx. Pray, Gentlemen, don't be ſo violent. 

PLumE., Come, leave it to the girl's own choice Will 
you belong to me, or to that gentleman ? | 

Ros x. Let me conſider, you're both very handſome. 

Prunk. How the natural inconſtancy of her ſex begins 
to work ! | 

Ros k. Pray, fir, what will you give me? 

Bux. Don't be angry, fir, that my ſiſter ſhould be mer- 
cenary, for ſhe's but young, 


Vor, II. v 
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811. Give thee, child !--['11 ſet thee above ſcandal ; you 
ſnal! have a coach, with fix before and fix behind, an equi- 
page to make vice faſhionable, and put virtue out of coun. 
tenar ce. 

PLuwE. Pho! that's eaſily done: I'll do more for thee, 
child; I'll buy you a furbeloe ſcarf, and give you a ticket 40 
ſee a play. ö 

BuLl. A play, waunds, Rouſe, take the ticket, and let's 
ſee the ſhow. 

SIT. Look'e, Captain, if you won't reſign, I'll go liſt 
with Captain Brazen this minute. EY 

Prunus. Will you lift with me if I give up my title? 

S1iL, I will. . 

Plunkz. Take her: I'll change a woman for a man at 
any time. 

Ross. I have heard before indeed, that you Captains us'd 
to ſell your men, 

Bur. Pray, Captain, don't ſend Rouſe to the Weſt- 
Indies. | 

PLN. Ha. ha, ha, Weſt-Indies! No, no, my honeſt 
lad ; give me thy hard; nor you nor ſhe ſhall move a ſtep 
farther than | do—this Gentleman is one of us, and will be 
kind to you, Mrs. Role. 

Ros r. But will you be ſo kind to me, fir, as the Captain 
m_—r 7 | | 

S1L. 1 can't be altogether ſo kind to you, my circum- 
ſlances are not ſo good as the Captain's; but III take care 
of you, upon my word, 3 = 

Prunk. Ay, ay, we'll all take care of her ; ſhe ſhall live 
like a Princeſs, and her Brother here ſhall be—What wog'd 


you be ? 


ſ 
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Bur. O] fir, if you had not promis'd the place of Drum- 
Major —— 7 

PLUME, Ay, that is promis'd——but what think you of 
Barrack-Maſter? you are a perſon of underſtanding, and 
Barrack-Maſter you ſhall be. — But what's become of this 
ame Cartwheel you told me of, my dear? 

Ross. We'll go fetch him,— Come, Brother, Barrack - 
Maſter— We ſhall find you at home, noble Captain. 

[Exeunt Roſe and Bullock. 

PLums. Ves, yes. And now, fir, here are your forty 
fillings, 

$11, Captain Plume, I deſpiſe your liſting money; if I 
do ſerve, 'tis purely for love—of that wench, I mean. 
For you muſt know, that among my other ſallies, I have 
ſpent the beſt part of my fortune in ſearch of a maid, and 
cou'd never find one hitherto; ſo you may be aſſur'd I'd 
never ſell my freedom under a leſs purchaſe than I did my 
eltate—ſo before | liſt, I muſt be certify'd that this girl is a 
virgin. 

Prunk. Mr. Wilful, I can't tell you, how you can be 
certify'd in that point, till you try; but upon my honour 
he may be a Veſtal for ought that I know to the contrary, 
| gain'd her heart, indeed, by ſome trifiing preſents and 
promiſes ; and knowing that the beſt ſecurity for a woman's 
ſoul, is her body, I wou'd have made myſelf maſter of 
that too, had not the jealouſy of my impertinent landlady 
interpos'd. 

811. So you only want an opportunity for accompliſhing 
your deſigns upon her. 

Plum. Not at all, 1 have already gain'd my ends; 
which were only the drawing in one or two of her followers, 
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The women, you know, are the load-ftones every where; 
gain the wives, and you are careſs'd by the huſbands; pleaſe 
the miſtreſs, and you are valu'd by the gallant ; ſecure an 
iatereſt with the fineſt women at court, and you procure 
the favour of the greateſt men.———So, kiſs the prettieſt 
country-wenches, and you are ſure of liſting the luſtieſt 
fellows. Some people may call this artifice; but I term it 
ſtratagem, fince it is ſo main a part of the ſervice, Beſides 
the fatigue of Recruiting is ſo intolerable, that unleſs we 
could make our ſelves ſome pleaſure amidſt the pain, no 
mortal man cou'd be able to bear it. 

S1L, Well, fir, I am ſatisfy'd as to the point in debate; 
but now let me beg you to lay aſide your Recruiting airs, 
put on the man of honour, and tell me plainly what uſage 
I muſt expect when I am under your command? 

Pluur. You muſt know in the firſt place, then, that 1 
* hate to have Gentlemen in my company : for they are al- 
ways troubleſome and expenſive, ſometimes dangerous; and 
'tis a conſtant maxim amongſt us, that thoſe who know the 
leaſt obey the beſt. Notwithſtanding all this, I find ſome- 
thing ſo agreeable about you, that engages me to court 
| your company; and I can't tell how it is, but I ſhou'd be 
uneaſy to ſee you under the command of any body elſe—— 
your uſoge will chiefly depend upon your behaviour; only 
this you muſt expect, that if you commit a ſmall fault, l 
will excuſe it, if a great one, I'll diſcharge you; for ſome- 
thing tells me I ſhall. not be able to puniſh you. 

Sr. And ſomething tells me that if you do diſcharge 
me, 'twill be the greateſt puniſhment you can ioflict ; for 
were we this moment to go upon the greateſt dangers in 
your profeſſion, they wou'd be leſs terrible to me than to 
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ftay behind you—and now your hand, this lifts me.— And 
now you are my Captain, 

PLumz. Your friend. [Kiſſes her.] *Sdeath ! there's 
ſomething in this fellow that charms me. 

$11, One favour | muſt beg--this affair will make ſome 
noiſe, and I have ſome friends that wou'd cenſure my con- 
duct, if I threw myſelf into the circumſtance of a private 
Centinel of my own lead -I muſt therefore take care 1 
to be impreſt by the Act of Parliament, you ſhall leave that Wi 
to me. : 

Prunk. What you pleaſe as to that will you lodge | 
at my quarters in the mean time? you ſhall. have part of my | | 
bed 


51 L. O fye! lie with a common ſoldier! Wou'd not you | l\ 15 
rather lie with a common woman ? 114 

PLumMeE. No faith, I'm not that rake the world imagines ; | i | 
L have got an air of freedom, which people miſtake for 
lewdneſs in me, as they miſtake formality in others -for 
religion—the world is all a cheat; only I take mine, which 
is undeſign'd to be more excuſable than theirs, which is 
hypocritical. I hurt no body but myſelf, and they abuſe all 
mankind Will you lie with me? 

SL. No, no, Captain, you forget Roſe: ſhe's to be my 
bed · fellow, you know. 

PL vas. I had forgot; pray be kind to her. 


[Exeunt! ſeverally. 
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Enter Melinda and Lucy. 


Mer. Tis the greateſt misfortune in nature for a woman 
to want a confident : we are ſo weak, that we can do nothing 
without aſſiſtance ; and then a ſecret racks us worſe than the 
cholick Il am at this minute ſo ſick of a ſecret, that I am 
ready to faint away—help me, Lucy. 

Luc. Bleſs me, madam ! What's the matter? 

M+L. Vapours only, I begin to recover—if Silvia were 
in town, I could heartily forgive her faults, for the eaſe of 
diſcovering my own, 

Luc. You're thoughtful, madara; am not I worthy to 
know the cauſe ? 

MEL. You are a ſervant, and a ate "wen make you 
ſaucy. 

Luc. Not unleſs you ſhou'd find fault without a cauſe, 
madam. | 

MeL. Cauſe, or not cauſe, I muſt not loſe the pleaſure 
of chiding when I pleaſe: women muſt diſcharge their 
vapours ſomewhere ; and before we get huſbands, our ſer» 
- vants mult expect to bear with em. 

Lu c. Then, madam, you had better raiſe me to a degree 
above a ſervant: you know my family, and that gool. 
would ſet me upon the foot of a Gentlewoman, and make 
me worthy the confidence of any lady in the land; beſides, 
madam, *twill extreamly encourage me in the great deſign 
I now have in hand. 

MEL. I don't find that your deſign can be of any great 
advantage to you: *twill pleaſe me indeed, in the humour 
I have, on being reveng'd on the fool for his vanity of 
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making love to me; ſo | don't much care if I do promiſe 
you five huadred pounds upon my day of marriage. 

Luc. That is the way, madam, to make me diligent in 
the vocation ot a confident ; which, I think, is generally to 
bring people together. 

MeL. O Lucy! 1 can hold my ſecret no longer: you 
muſt know, that hearing of the famous fortune- teller in 
town, I went diſguis'd to ſatisfy a curioſity, which has coſt 
me dear. That fellow is certainly the devil, or one cf his 


boſom favourites; he has told me the moſt lurpiizing things 


of my paſt life a 

Luc. Things paſt, madam, can hardly be reckon'd ſur- 
prizing becaute we know them already. Did he tell you 
any thing ſuprizing that was to come ? 

ML. One thing very lurprizing; he ſaid I ſhould die a 
maid ! | 

Luc. Die a maid! come into the world for nothing. 
Dear medzm, if you ſhou'd believe him, it might come to 
paſs; for the bare thought on't might kill one in four and 
twenty hours——And did you aſk bim any queſtions about 
me ? 

Mer. You ! why I paſs'd for you. 

Loc. So, 'tis I that am to die a maid—but the devil was 
a liar from the beginning; he can't make me die a maid— 
[ have put it out of his power already. 

Mt. I. do but jeſt, I wou'd have paſs'd for you, and 
call's myſe!f Lucy; but he preſently told me my name, my 
quality, my fortune, and gave me the whole hiſtory of my 
life——he told me of a lover I had in this country, and 
deſcrid's Worthy exactly, but in nothing 10 well as in his 
preſent indifference—1 fled to bim for refuge here to-day, 


— 
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be never ſo much as encourag'd me in my fright, but cotdly 

told me that he was ſorry for the-accident, becauſe it might 
give the town cauſe to cenſure my conduct; excus'd his not 
waiting on me home, 'made a careleſs bow, and walk'd off : 
*(death ! I cou'd have ſtabb'd him, or myſelf, twas the 
ſame thing—yonder he comes—l will ſo uſe him 

Luc. Don't exaſperate him, conſider what the fortune- 
teller told you; men are ſcarce, and as times go, it is not 
impoflible for a woman to die a maid, | 


Enter Worthy. 


'MeL. No matter, 

Wor. I find ſhe's warm'd, I muſt ſtilke while the iron 
is bot—You+ have à great deal of courage, madam, to ven- 
ture into the walks, where you were ſo lately frighted. 

MEL. And you have a quantity of impudence t6 appear 
before me that you have ſo lately affronted. 

Won. I had'no deſign to affront you, nor appear befor- 
you either, "madam : 1 left you here, becauſe I had buſineſs 
in another place, and came hither thinking to meet another 
perſon. | | MEN 

M1t.. Since you find yourſelf difappointed, I hope you'll 
withdraw to another part of the walk. 

Wor. The walk is broad enough for us both. [They 
walk by one another, he with his hat cock'd, ſhe fretting 
and tearing her fan.] Will you pleaſe to take ſnuff, madam ? 
[He offers her his box, ſhe ſtrikes it out of his hand: while 
he is gathering it up, Brazen takes her reund the waiſt; 
the cuffs him, 
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Enter Brazen. 


BRN AZ. What, here before me, my dear! 
ML. What means this inſolence ! 

Luc. Are you mad? Don't you ſee Mr. Worthy ? 

[To Brazen, 

Braz. No, no, I'm ſtruck blind - Worthy! odſo! 
well turn'dmy miſtreſs has wit at her fingers- end 
madam, I aſk your pardon, 'tis our way abroad—Mr, Wor- 
thy, you are the happy man. 

Wok. I don't envy your happineſs very much, if the 
Lady can afford no other ſort of favours but what ſhe hay 
beſtow'd upon you. 

ML. I am forry the favour miſcarried, for it was de ſign'd 
for you, Mr, Worthy; and be aſſur'd, tis the laſt and only 
favour you muſt expect at my hands—Captain, I aſk your 
pardon Exit with Lucy. 

BRAZ. I grant it you ſee, Mr, Worthy, 'twas only a 
random ſhot, it might have taken off your head as well as 
mine; courage, my dear, tis the fortune of war ; but the 
enemy has thought fit to withdraw, I think. 

Won. Withdraw ! Oons fir ! What d'ye mean by with- 
draw? 

BR az. I'll ſhew you. [Exit, 

Wor. She's loſt, irrecoverably loſt, and Plume's advice has 
ruin'd me ! *ſdeath ! Why ſhou'd I, that knew her haughty 
ſpirit, be rul'd by a man that's a ſtranger to her pride, 


love in the extremity of her paſſion : the wildneſs of ber 


8 J 


'Enter Plame. itt, | 
PLums, Ha, ha, ha! a battle royal) don't frown ſo, | | | 
man; ſhe's your own, I tell you, I ſaw the fury of her 4 
0 


270 Tux RECRUITING OFFICER; 


anger is a certain ſign that ſhe loves you to madneſs, That 
rogue Kite, began the battle with abundance of conduct, 
and will bring you off vi&orious, my life on't ; he plays 
his part admirably; She's to be with him again pre- 
ſently. 

Wor. But what cou'd be the meaning of Brazen's fami- 
liarity with her? | 

Prunk. You are no Logician, if you pretend to draw 
conſequences from the actions of fools: there's no arguing 
by the rules of reaſon upon a ſcience without principles; 
and ſuch is their conduAt—whim, unaccountable whim hur- 
ries them on, like a man drunk with brandy before ten 
o'clock in the morning—but we loſe our ſport—Kite haz 
open'd above an hour ago; let's away. . 


SCENE, a Chamber, a Table with Books and Globes, 
Kite diſguls'd in a ſtrange Habit, fitting at the Table, 


Kirz. [Riſing] By the poſition of the Heavens, gain'd 
from my obſervation upon theſe celeſtial globes, I find that 
Luna was a Tide waiter, Sol + Surveyor, Mercury a Thief, 
Venus a Whore, Saturd an Alderman, Jupiter a Rake, and 
Mars a Serjeant of Grenadiers; and this is the ſyſtem of 
Kite the Conjurer, ; 


Enter Plume and Worthy, 


PLoume. Well, what ſucceſs ? 

Kir E. I have ſent away a Shoemaker and a Taylor, al- 
ready; one's to be a Captain of Marines, and the other a 
Major of Dragoons—l am to manage them at night—have 
you ſeen the Lady, Mr, Worthy ? 

Wor. Ay; but it won't Co—Have you ſhew'd her her 
name that I tore off from the bottom of the letter? 
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Kir. No, fir, I reſerve that for the laſt ſtroke, 
Prunk. What letter? 
Wor. One that I would not let you ſee, for fear that 
you ſhou'd break windows in good earneſt; 
[Knocking at the door. 
KITE. Officers to your poſts, 
[Exeunt Plume and Worthy. 
Mind the door. [Servant opens the door. 


Enter a Smith. 


Sui Tu. Well, maſter, are you the cunning man? 

KI rE. I am the learned Copernicus. 

Sm1TH+e Well, Maſter, I'm but a poor man, and I can't 
afford above a ſhilling for my fortune. 

KITE. Perhaps that is more than 'tis worth, 

Sm1TH, Look ye, doctor, let me have ſomething that's 
good for my ſhilling, or I'll have my money again. 

KITE. If there be faith in the ſtars, you ſhall have your 
ſhilling forty-fold-»your hand countryman, you're by trade 
a Smith. 

SM1TH. How the Devil ſhou'd you know that? 

KrTe, Becauſe the devil and you are brother tradeſmen 
you were born under Forceps, 

Sm1TH, Forceps ! What's that? 

KI rE. One of the Signs, There's Leo, Sagittarius, 
Forceps, Furnes, Dixmude, Namur, Bruſſels, Charleroy, 
and ſo forth—twelve of em let me ſee—did you ever 
make any borabs, or cannon bullets ? 

Sm1TH. Not J. . | 

Ki rE. You either have, or will—the ſtars have decreed 
that you ſhall be—l muſt have more money, fir,,-your fors 
tune's great. 

.SMITH, Faith, doctor, I have no more. 
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KITE. O fir, I'll truſt you, aad take it out of your at- 
rears. 

Sui TH, Arrears] What arrears ? 

KITE. The five banged pound that's owing to you from 
the goverament. . 

SmiTH, Owing me! 

KirTt. Owing you let me ſee your t'other hand 
beg your pardon, it will be owing to you: and the rogue 
of an agent will demand 5o per cent. for a fortnight's 
advance. 

Sur. I'm in the clouds, doctor, all this while, 

Kir E. Sir, I am above em, among the ſtar in two 
years, three months, and two hours, you will be made 
Captain of the forges to the grand train of -artillery, and 
will have ten ſhillings a day, and two ſei vant tis the 
decree of the ſtars, and of the fix'd ſtars, that are as im- 
moveable as your unvil—ftrike, fir, while the iron is hot 
By, ſir, begone. 

Sui rn. What! whit wou'd you have me do, doctor? 1 
wiſh the ſtars wou'd put me in a way for this fine place. 

K1TE. The ſtars do let me ſee ay, about an hour 
hence walk careleſly into the market-place, and you'll fee a 
tall lender gentleman cheapning a penny-worth of apples, 
with a cane hanging upon his button— this gentleman will 
aſk you what's a- clock he's your man, and the maker of 
your fortune follow him, follow and now go home, and 
take leave of your wife and children; an hour hence exactly 
is your time. * 

SMITH, A tall 1 gentleman ; you ſay, with a cane | 
Pray what ſort of « head has the oane ? 

K rz. An amber head with a black ribbon, 
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SMr1TH. And pray, of what employment is the gentle- 
man ? 

KiTe. Let me ſee, he's either a Collector of the Exciſe, 
or 2 Plenipotentiary, or a Captain of Grenadier. Il can't 
tell exactly which; but he'll call you honeſt. your name 
13233ůͤĩ⁊ÄX—(v—ꝗ— 

SM1TH., Thomas, 

Ki rz. He'll call you honeſt Tom. 

Su1TH. But how the devil ſhou'd he know my name? 

KITE. O, there are ſeveral ſorts of Toms— Tom o'Lin- 
coln, Tom-Tit, Tom Tell- truth, Tom o'Bedlam, and Tom 
Fool begone————-an hour hence preciſely. 

| [Knocking at the door, 

Sw1TH. You ſay he'll aſk me what's o'clock ? 

Ki rE. Moſt certainly and you'll anſwer you don't 
know—and be ſure you look at St. Mary's dial; for the Sun 
won't ſhine, and if it ſhou'd, you won't be able to tell the 
figures, i 

SurTH, Iwill, I will. [Exit, 

PLumz, Well done, conjurer, go on and proſper. 


[ Behind, 


Kir. As you were. 


Enter a Butcher. 


What my old friend Pluck, the butcher, I offer'd the 
ſurly bull-dog five guineas this morning, and he refus'd it. 
[ Aſide, 
Bur. So, Mr, Conjurer, here's half a crown=——and 
now you muſt underſtand—— 
KITE. Hold, friend, I know your buſineſs beforchand= 


274 Taz RECRUITING OFFICER. 


Bur. You're deviliſh cunning, then, for I don't well 
know it myſelf. 

KITE. I know more than you, friend—you have a fooliſh 
ſaying, that ſuch a one knows no more than the man in the 
Moon : I tell you the man in the Moon knows more than 
all the men under the Sun: don't the Moon fee all the 
world ? 

Bur. All the world ſees the Moon, I muſt confeſs. 

Kir E. Then ſhe my ſee all the world, that's certain 
give me your * by trade, either a butcher, or 2 
ſurgeon, 

Bu r. True, I am a butcher. 

KITE. And a ſurgeon you will be; the employments 
differ only in the name—he that can cut up an ox may diſſe&t 
a man; and the ſame dexterity that cracks a marrow-bone, 
will cut off a leg or an arm, l 

Bu r. What d'ye mean, doctor, what d'ye mean? 

Kr re. Patience, patience, Mr. Surgeon-General; the 
ſtars are great bodies, and move ſlowly. 

Bur. But what d'ye mean by Surgeon-General, Doctor? 

KITE. Nay, fir, if your worſhip won't have patience, l 
muſt beg the favour of your worſhip's abſence, 

Bur. My worſhip | my worſhip ! But why my worſhip? 

K1TE. Nay then, I have done. 

Bur. Pray, doctor 

KI E. Fire and fury, fir [riſes in a paſſion.] Do you 
think the ſtars will be hurried? Do the ſtars owe you any 
money, fir, that you dare to dun their lordſhips at this rate? 
fir, I am porter to the ſtars, and I am order'd to let no 

dun come near their doors, 
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Bur. Dear doctor, I never had any dealing with the ſtars, 
they don't owe me. a penny—but ſince you are their porter, 
pleaſe to accept of this half crown to drink their healths, 
and don't be angry. 

KiTz, Let me ſee your hand once more—here has been 
gold five guineas, my friend, in this very hand this 
morning. ; 

Bur. Nay, then, he is the devil=—pray, doctor, were 
you born of a woman, or did you come into the world of 
your own head ? 

KITE. That's a ſecret=—this gold was offer'd you by a 
proper handſome man, call'd Hawk, or Buzzard, or— 

Bur. Kite, you mean. . 

KITE. Ay, ay, Kite. 

Bur. As arrant a rogue as ever carried a halbert. The 
impudent raſcal wou'd have decoy'd me for a Soldier. 

KITE. A Soldier! a man of your ſubſtance for a Soldier! 
your mother has an hundred pound in hard money, lying at 
this minute in the hands of a mercer, not forty yards from 
this place. 

Bou r. Oons! and fo ſhe has 3 but very few know fo 
much. 

KiTe. I know it, and that rogue, what's his name 
Kite, knew it, and offer'd you five guineas to liſt, becauſe 
he knew your poor mother wou'd give the hundred for your 
diſcharge. 

But. There's a dog now—'Sfleſh, doctor, I'll give you 
t'othur 1 and tell me that this fame Kite will be 
hang'd. 

Kir E. He's in as much 20 as any man in the county 
of Salop. 
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Bur. There's your fee—but you have forgot the Surgeons 
General all this while. 

K1iTze., You put the ſtars in a paſſion. 

[Looks on his books, 
But now they are pacified again let me ſee, did you never 
cut off a man's leg? 

Bou r. No. 

Kir. Recollect, pray. 

Bu r. I ſay no. 

Kr rz. That's ſtrange, wonderful ſtrange; but nothing 
is ſtrange to me, ſuch wonderful changes have I:ſeen — 
the ſecond or third, ay, the third campaign that you make 
in Flanders, the leg of a great officer will be ſhatter'd by 2 
great ſhot ; you will be there accidentally, and with your 
cleaver chop off the limb at a blow : in ſhort, the operation 
will be perform d with ſo much dexterity, that, with genes 
ral applauſe, you. will be maJe Surgeon-General of the 
whole army. 

Bu r. Nay, for the matter of cutting off a limb, II 
do't, I'll do't/with any Surgeon in Europe; but IL have no 
thoughts of making a campaign. 

KITE. You have no thoughts! What's the matter for 
your thoughts, the ſtars have decreed: it, and you. mult 
£0. 
Bor. The ſtars decreed it! Oons, fir, the Juſtices can't 
preſs me. 

K1iTz. Nay, friend, tis none of my buſineſs, I have 
done; only mind this, you'll know more an hour and half 
hence, that's all. Farewel, 

Bur. Hold, hold, doctor: Surgeon-General!! What is 
the place worth, pray ? 
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RiTe. Five hundred pounds a year, beſides guineas for 
vlaps. 

. Five hundred pounds a your -an hour and a half 
hence, you ſay ? 

Kirz. Prithee, friend, be quiet, don't be troubleſome ; s 
here's ſuch a work to make a booby butcher accept of five 
hundred pounds a year—but if you muſt hear it, .Þ'll tell 
you : in ſhort, you'll be ſtanding in your ſtall an hour and 
half hence, and a gentleman will come by with a ſnuff-box 
in his hand, and the tip of his handkerchief hanging out 
of his right pocket : he'll aſk you the price of a loin of 
veal, and at the ſame time ſtroak your great dog upon the 
head, and call him Chopper. 

Bo r. Mercy on us! Chopper is the dog's name. 
| Kirs. Look'e there—what I ſay is true things that are 
to come, muſt come to paſs—get you home, ſell off your 
ſtock, don't mind the whining and the ſniveling of your 
mother and your fiſter—wornen always hinder preferment— 
make what money you can, and follow that gentleman, his 
name begins with a P. mind that — there will be the 
barber's daughter too, that you promis'd marriage to=ſhe 
will be pulling and halling you to pieces. 

Bur. What, know Sally too! he's the devil, and he 
needs muſt go that the devil drives [going.] The tip of his 
handkerchief out of his left pocket ! 

Kiri. No, no, his right pocket, if it be the left 'tis 
none of the man. 


Bur. Well, well; I'll mind bim. [Exit. 
Prong. The right pocket, you ſay ? 
Behind with his pocket - book. 


Vo. II. 1 
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KIT. I hear the ruſtling of ſilks. [Knocking] Fly, fir, 
tis Madam Melinda. 


Enter Melinda and Lucy. 


KITE. Tycho, chairs for the ladies. 

ML. Don't trouble your ſelf, we ſhan't ſtay, doctor. 

K1Tz, Your ladyſhip is to ſtay much longer than you 
imagine, 

MEL, For what? 

KITE. For a huſband—for your part, madam, you won't 
ſtay for a huſband. [To Lucy, 

Lucy. Pray, doctor, do you converſe with the ſtars, or 
the devil ? 

KITE. With both, when I have the deſtinies of men in 
ſearch, 1 conſult the ſtars; when the aſſairs of women come 
under my hands, I adviſe with my t'other friend, 

Mer. And you have rais'd the devil upon my account? 

Kir ER. Yes, madam, and he's now under the table. 

Luc. O Heavens protect us] dear madam, let's be gone, 

KiTz. If you be afraid of him, why do you come to 
conſult him ? 

MzL. Don't fear, fool. Do you think, fir, that becauſe 
I am a woman, I'm to be fool'd out of my reaſon, or 
frighted out of my ſenſes? come, ſhew me this devil. 


Kirz. He's a little buſy at preſent, but when he has 


done he ſhall wait on you. 

MTL. What is he doing? 

KrTz. Writing your name in his pocket book. 

Mr. Ha! ha! my name! pray, what have you or he 
do do with my tame ? 
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KiTz, Look'e fair lady the devil is a very modeſt 
perſon, he ſeeks no body, unleſs they ſeck him firſt 5 he's 
chain'd up like a maſtiff, and can't ſtir unleſs he be let looſe 
you come to me to have your fortune told—fo you think, 
madam, that I can anſwer you of my own head? no, 
madam, the affairs of women are ſo irregular, that nothing 
leſs than the devil can give any account of them. Now, to 
convince you of your incredulity, I'll ſhew you a trial of my 
ſkill=-here, you Cacodemo del Plumo——exert your power, 
draw me this lady's name, the word Melinda, in proper 
letters and characters of her own hand writing do it at 
three motions—one two—three—'tis done—now, madam, 
will you pleaſe to ſend your maid to fetch it. 

Lucy. I fetch u! the devil fetch me if I do. 

ML. My name in my own hand writing! that wou'd be 
convincing indeed. 

KITE. Seeing's believing. [Goes to the table, lifts up tbe 
carpet.] Here, Tre, Tre, poor Tre, give me the bone, 
firrah. There's your name upon that ſquare piece of paper 
be hold | 

Mr. Tis wonderful! my very letters to a tittle, 

Lucy. "Tis like your hand, madam, but not ſo like your 
hand neither; and now look nearer, tis not like your hand 
at-all, 

Kirte, Here's a chamber-maid now, will out-lye the 
devil! 

Lucy. Look'e madam, they ſhan't impoſe upon us; 
people can't remember their hands no more than they can 
their face. come, madam, let us be certain, write your 
dame upon this paper, then we'll compare the two names. 

[Takes out a paper and folds it. 
X 2 : 
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K1TE. Any thing for your ſatisfaction, madam, —here“s 
pen and ink, [Melinda writes, Lucy holds the paper, 

Lucy, Let me ſee it, madam, 'tis the ſame———the 
very ſame but I'll ſecure one copy for my own affairs. 

5 [Aſide, 
Mx. This is demonſtration. 
KITE. Tis ſo, madam—the word demonſtration, comes 

from dzmon the father of lies. 

Mer. Well, doctor, I am convinc'd ; and now pray, what 
account can you give me of my fature fortune ? 

K1TE. Before the Sun has made one courſe round this 
earthly globe, your fortune will be fix'd for happineſs or 
miſery, 

ML. What, ſo near the criſis of my fate! 

K1TE.-Let me ſee about the hour of ten to-morrow 
morning, you will be ſaluted by a gentleman, who will 
come to take his leave of you, being deſign'd for travel: 
his intention of going abroad is ſudden, and the occaſion, a 
woman, Your fortune and his are like the bullet and the 
barrel, one runs plump into the other. In ſhort, if the 
gentleman travels, he will die abroad; and if he does, you 
will die before he comes home. 

Mr. What fort of a man is he? 

KITE. Madam, he's a fine gentleman, and a lover; that 
is, a man of very good ſenſe, and a very great fool, 

MEL. How is that poſſible, doctor? 

Kir. Becauſe, madam—becauſe it is ſo==a woman's 
reaſon is the beſt for a man's being a fool. 

Mer. Ten a clock, you ay. 

K1Te, Ten—about the hour of tea-drinking throughout 
the kingdom. 
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MEL. Here, doQtor. [Gives him money.] Loom have 
you any queſtions to aſk ? 

Lucy. Oh, madam ! a thouſand, 

KITE. I muſt beg your patience 'till another time, for 1 
expect more company this minute; beſides, I mult diſcharge 
the gentleman under the table. 

Lucy. O pray, fir, diſcharge us firſt ! 


KITE. Tycho, wait on the ladies down ſtairs, 
[Exit Mel. and Lucy. 


Enter Worthy and Plume, 


Kire, Mr, Worthy, you were pleas'd to wiſh me joy 
to day, I hope to be able to return the compliment to- 
morrow. 

Wok. I'll make it the beſt compliment to you that ever 
I made in my life, if you do; but I muſt be a traveller, you 


ſay. 
KITE. No farther than the chops of the channel, I pre- 


ſume, fir. 
PLumE. That we have concerted already, 
[Knocking hard, 


Hey-day ! you don't profeſs/midwifery, doctor. 


KITE. Away to your ambuſcade, 
[Exeunt Plume and Worthy, 


Enter Brazen, 


Bn az. Your ſervant, ſervant, my dear. 
Ki rz. Stand off, I have my familiar already, 


BR AZ. Are you bewitch'd, my dear? 


232 Tux RECRUITING OFFICER, 


Kirx. Yes, my dear, but mine is a peaceable ſpirit, and 
hates gunpowder : thus I fortify my ſelf : [Draws a circle 
round him.] And now Captain, have a care how you force 
my lines. 

BRAZ. Lines! What doſt talk of lines! you have 
ſomething like a fiſhing rod there indeed; but T come to 
be acquainted with you, man What's your name my 
dear ? 

Kir E. Conundrum. | 

Br az. Conundrum ! rat me, I knew a famous doctor in 
London of your name Where were you born ? 

K1re. I was born in Algebra. 

BRA. Algebra! 'tis no country in Chriſtendom I'm ſure, 
unleis it be ſome place in the Highlands of Scotland. 

KITE. Right. II told you I was bewitch'd. 

Baaz. Soaml, my dear. TI am going to be married 
I have had two letters from a lady of fortune that loves me 
to madne ſs, fits, cholick, ſpleen and vapours—ſhall I marry 
her in four and twenty hours, ay, or no? 

KirE. I muſt have the year and day of the month when 
theſe letters were dated. | 

Bnaz. Why you old bitch, did you ever hear of love 
letters dated with the year and day of the month; do you 
think billet-doux are like bank-bills ? 

Kite, They are not ſo gvod—but if they bear no date, 
I muſt examine the contents. 

PxAaz. Contents! that you ſhall old boy, here they be 

both, 

Kirk. Only the laſt you receiv'd, if you pleaſe, [takes 
the letter.] Now, fir, if you pleaſe to let me confelt my 
books for a minute, I' ferd this letter inclos'd to you, 


Ks 


ou, 
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with the determination of the ſtars upon it, to your 
lodgings. 

BuAZz. With all my heart——l muſt give him [puts his 
hand into his pocket.] Algebra ! I faney, doctor, 'tis hard 
to calculate the place of your nativity here —-Igives him 
money.] And if I ſucceed, I'll build a watch-tower upon 
the top of the higheſt mountain in Wales, for the ſtudy of 
aſtrology, and the benefit of Conundrums, [Exit. 


Enter Plume and Worthy, 


Wor. O doctor! that letter's worth a million; let me 
ſee it; and now I have it, I'm afraid to open it, 

PLums. Pho! let me ſee it! [opening the letter.] If ſhe 
be a jilt amn her, ſhe is one — there's her name at 
the bottom on't. 

Wor. How ! then I'll travel in good earneſt—by all my 
hopes, tis Lucy's hand. 

PLoume. Lucy's! 

Wos. Certainly—"tis no more like Melinda's character 
than black is to white. 

Prume. Then *tis certainly Lucy's contrivance to draw 
in Brazen for a huſband—but are you ſure 'tis not Melinda's 
hand ? 

Wor. You ſhall ſee : Where's the bit of paper I gave you 
Juſt now that the devil writ Melinda upon ? 

KITE. Here, fir, 

PLume. Tis plain they're not the ſame : and is this the 
malicious name that was ſubſcrib'd to the letter which made 
Mr. Ballauce ſend his daughter into the country ? 


* — — — — 
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Wos. The very ſame, the other fragments I ſhew'd you 
Juſt now, 

PLumE. But 'twas barbarous to conceal this ſo long, 
and to continue me ſo many hours in the pernicious hereſy 
of believing that angelick creature cou'd change. Poor 
Silvia ! 

Won. Rich Silvia, you mean, and poor Captain, ha, ha, 
ha come, come, friend, Melinda is true, and ſhall be 
mine; Silvia is conſtant, and may be yours, 

PLumE. No, ſhe's above my hope but we her ſake I'll 
recant my opinion of her ſex, 


Light harmleſs cenſure, ſuch as yours and mine, 
Sallies of wit, and vapours of our wine, | 
Others the juſtice of the ſex condemn, ö 


By ſome the ſex is blam'd without deſign, 


And wanting merit to create eſteem, 

Wou'd hide their owa defects by cens'ring them. 
But they, ſecure in their all conqu'ring charms, 
Lavgh at the vain efforts of falſe alarms. | | 
He magnifies their conqueſts who complains, 

For none wou'd ſtruggle were they not ig chains. 


(1 Exeunt, 
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a0 3 


SCENE, Juſtice Ballance's Houſe, 


Enter Ballance and Scale. 


SCALE, Say 'tis not to be borne, Mr. Ballance, 

BAL. Look'e, Mr. Scale, for my own part, 1 
Hall be very tender in what regards the Officers of the 
Army; they expoſe their lives te ſo many dangers for us 
abroad, that we may give them ſome grains of allowance at 
home. 

SCALE. Allowance ! this poor girl's father is my tenant, 
and if I miſtake not, her mother nurſt a child for — 
Shall they debauch our daughters to our faces? 

BAL. Conſider, Mr. Scale, that were it not for the brave - 
ry of theſe Officers, we fhou'd have French dragoons among 
us that would leave us neither liberty, property, wives, nor 
daughters—come, Mr. Scale, the gentlemen are vigorous and 
warm, and may they continue ſo; the ſame heat that ſtirs 
them up to love, ſpurs them on to battle : you never knew 
a great General in your life, that did not love a whore. 
This I only ſpeak in reference to Captain Plume for the 
other ſpark I know nothing of. 

SALE. Nor can I hear of apy body * does O here 
they come 
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Eater Silvia, Byllock, Roſe, Priſoners, Conſtable and 
Mob. 


Cons r. May it pleaſe your worſhips, we took them in 
the very act, re infecta.—ſir, the gentleman indeed 
behav'd himſelf like a gentleman; for he drew his ſword 
and ſwore, and afterwards laid it down and ſaid nothing. 

BAL. Give the gentleman his ſword again——yait you 
without. [Exit Conſtable and Watch] I'm ſorry, fir, [to 
Silvia] to know a gentleman upon ſuch terms, that the 
eccaſion of our meeting ſhou'd prevent the ſatisfaction of an 
acquaintance, | 

S1L. Sir, you need make no apology for your warrant, 
no more than [ ſhall do for my behaviour—my innocence is 
upon an equal foot with your authority. 

SCALE. Innocence! Have not you ſeduc'd that young 
maid ? 

81. No, Mr. Gooſecap, ſhe ſeduc'd me. 

By L. So ſhe did, I'll wear for ſhe propos'd marriage 
firſt, 

Bat. What, then you are marry'd, child? [To Roſo. 

Rose. Yes, fir, to my ſorrow, 

Bat. Who was witneſs ? 

Bu l. That was I——1 danc'd, threw the ſtocking, and 


ſpoke jokes by their bed- fide, I'm ſure. 

BAL. Who was the miniſter ? 

Bur. Miniſter! we are Soldiers, and want no Miniſter — 
they were marry'd by the Articles of War, 


* - — 
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BA. Hold thy prating, fool Vour appearance, ſir, 
- promiſes ſome underſtanding; pray, what does this fellow 
mean ? 

S11. He means marriage, I think——but that you know, 
is ſo odd a thing, that hardly any two people under the Sun 
agree in the ceremony; ſome make it a ſacrament, others 
a convenience, and others make it a jeſt ; but among Sol- 
diers 'tis moſt ſacred—our ſword, you know, is our honour 
that we lay down——the Hero jumps over it firſt, and the 
Amazon after leap rogue, follow whore the drums 
beat a ruff, and ſo to bed; that's all: the ceremony is 
conciſe, 

Bu. And the prettieſt ceremony, ſo full of paſtime, and 
prodigality. 

BAL. What! Are you a Soldier? 

Bol. Ay, that I am Will your worſhip lend me your 
cane, and I'll ſhew you how I can exerciſe, 

BAL. Take it [ſtrikes him over the head.] Pray, fir, what 
commiſſion may you bear ? | [To Silvia. 

811. I'm call'd Captain, fir, by all the coffee-men, 
drawers, whores, and groom-porters, in London; for 1 
wear a red coat, a ſword, a hat bien trouſſe, a martial 
twiſt in my cravat, a fierce knot in my perriwig, a cane 
upon my button, picquet in my head, and dice in my 
pocket. 

Scar. Your name, pray fir? 

Siu. Captain Pinch; I cock my hat with 2 pinch, 1 
take ſnuff with a pinch, pay my whores with a pinch. In 
ſhort, 1 can do any thing at a pinch, but fight and fill my 
belly. 

BAL. And pray, fir, what brought you into Shropſhire ? 


* 
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S1L+ A pinch, fir; I knew you country gentlemen want 
wit, and you know that we town gentlemen want money, 


and ſo. f 
BAL. I underſtand you, ſir here, Conſtable * 


Enter a Conſtable. 
Take this Gentlemen into cuſtody till farther orders. 

Ros x. Pray your worſhip don't be uncivil to him, for 
he did me no hurt; he's the moſt harmleſs man in the world, 
for all he talks fo. 

SCALE. Come, come, child, I'll take care of you- 

Sit, What, gentlemen! rob me of my freedom and 
my wife at once ! 'tis the firſt time they ever went together, 

BAL. Hark'e, Conſtable. _ {Whiſpers him, 

Consr, It ſhall be done, fir come along, fir. 

[Exeunt Conſtable, Bullock and Silvia. 


BAL. Come, Mr. Scale, we'll manage the ſpark prelently, 
| [Exits 


SCENE, Melinda's A partment, 


Eater Melinda and Worthy. 
ML. So far the prediction is right, tis ten exactly. 
: [Aſide. 

And pray, ſir, how long have you been in this travelling 
humour? | 

Wor. *Tis natural, madam, for us to avoid what diſturbs 
our quiet. \ 

Mer. Rather the love of change, which is more natural, 
may be the occaſion of it. 

Wor. To be ture, madam, there muſt be charms in 
variety, elſe neither you nor I ſhou'd be ſo fond of it. 

ML. You miſtake, Mr. Worthy, I am not ſo fond of 
yariety as to travel for't; nor do 1 think it prudence in you 
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to run yourſelf into a certain expence and danger, in hopes 
of precarious pleaſures, which at beſt never anſwer expec- 
tation; as 'tis evident from the example of moſt travellers, 
that long more to return to their own country, than they 
did to go abroad, 

War, What pleaſure I may receive abroad is indeed un- 
certain; but this 1 am ſure of, I ſhall meet with leſs cruelty, 
among the moſt barbarous of nations, than I have found at 
home, 

MT. Come, fir, you and I have been jangling a great 
while; I fancy if we made up our accounts, we ſhou'd the 
ſooner come to an agreement. 

Wor. Sure, madam, you won't diſpute your being in 
my debt my fears, ſighs, vows, promiſes, aſſiduities, 
anxieties, jealouſies, have run on for a whole year without 
any payment. 

ML. A year! oh Mr, Worthy ! what you owe to me 
is not to be paid under a ſeven years ſervitude : how did you 
uſe me the year before, when taking the advantage of my 
innocence and neceſſity, yon wou'd have made me your 
miſtreſs, that is your ſlave remember the wicked 
inſinuations, artful baits, deceitful arguments, cunning 
pretences; then your impudent behaviour, looſe expreſſions 
familiar letters, rude viſits; remember thoſe, thoſe Mr. 
Worthy. | 

Wor. I do remember, and am ſorry I made no better 
uſe of em. [ Aſide.] But you may remember, madam, 


Ut — 


Mzu. Sir, I'll remember nothing———tis your intereſt 


that I ſhou'd forget; you have been barbarous to me, 1 
have been cruel to you; put that and that together, and let 


1 
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one balance the other now, if you will begin upon a new 
ſcore, lay aſide your adventuring airs, and behave yourſelf 
handſomely till. lent be over, here's my hand, I'll uſe you 
as a gentleman ſhou'd be. 

Wor. And if I don't uſe you as a gentlewoman ſhou'd 
be, may this be my poiſon, [Kifling her hand. 
Enter a Servant. 

Szrv. Madam, the coach is at the door. | 

Mar. I am going to Mr. Ballance's country-houſe to ſee 
my couſin Silvia; I have done her an injury, and can't be 
eaſy till I have aſked her pardon, 

Wor, I dare not hope for the honour of waiting on 
You. | 

MTL. My coach is full; but if you will be ſo gallant as 
to mount. your own horſes. and follow us, we ſhall be glad 


to be overtaken; and if you bring Captain Plume with you, 


we ſhan't have the worſe reception. 


Won. I'll endeavour it. [Exit leading Melinda, 


SCENE, The Market-Place. 


Enter Plume and Kite. 


Prunk. A Baker, a Taylor, a Smith, and a Butcher. 
I delieve the firſt colony planted in Virginia had not more 
trades in their company than I have in mine, 

Ki rz. The Butcher, fir, will have his hands full; for we 
haye two ſheep-ſtealers among us—l hear of a fellow toe 
committed juſt now for Realing of horſes, 
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PLumEe. We'll diſpoſe of him among the dragoons—— 
Have we ne'er a poulterer among us? 

KiTE, Yes, fir, the King of the Gipſies is a very goog 
one; he has an excellent hand at a gooſe or a turky 
Here's Captain Brazen, fir, I muſt go look after the men, 

[Exif. 


Enter Brazen reading a Letter. 


BRAZZ. Um, um, um, the canonical hour — um, um, 
very well my dear Plume give me a buſs. 

PLume. Half a ſcore, if you will, my dear: What haſt 
thou got in thy hand, child ? | 

Braz. Tis a project for laying out a thouſand pound. 

PLumt, Were it not requiſite to project firſt how to get 
it in ? 

BrAz. You can't imagine, my dear, that I want twenty 
thouſand pound; I have ſpent twenty times as much-in the 
ſervice now, my dear, pray adviſe me; my head runs 
much upon architecture: Shall I build a privateer, or a 
play-houſe ? 

PLumt. An odd queſtion—a privateer, or a play-houſe ! 
"twill require ſome conſideration— faith, I'm for 3 
privateer, 

BAZ. I'm not of your opinion, my dear—for in the firſt 
place, a privateer may be ill built, 

PLume. And ſo may a play-houſe, 

Br AE. But a privateer may be ill mann'd. 

PLumz. And ſo may a play-bouſe.. 

Ba az, But a privateer may run upon the ſhallows, 

PI vu. Not ſo often as a play-houſe. 


> * 
* 
—— — —— 
0 A 
- — a * 8 
. . . 


——— —— ͤ 


-z 
— 


— 
. oor RET OE 


I. Ie. 
WET 4 


* * * 


292 Tur RECRUITING OFFICER, 
BR az. But you know a privateer may ſpring aleak. 


Prunk. And I know that a play-houſe may ſpring a great 
many: 

Br az, But ſuppoſe the privateer come home with rich 
booty, we ſhou'd never agree about our ſhares, 

PLume. Tis juſt fo in a play-houſe——ſfo, by my advice 
you ſhould fix upon a privateer. 

Br az. Agreed=—but if this twenty thouſand ſhou'd not 
be ſpecie 

Pruur. What twenty thouſand ? 


Br az. Hark'e; [Whiſper:, 


Proms: Marry'd! 
BAZ. Preſently. We're to meet about half a mile 


cout of town, at the water-fide——and ſo forth=—{reads.] 
For feat I ſhou'd be known by any of Worthy's friends, you 
muſt give me leave to wear my maſk till after the ceremony, 
which will make me for ever yours—look'e there, my dear 


OO  —— | I | 
[Shews the bottom of the letter to Plume, 
PLuvme, Melinda ! And by this light, her own hand 
once more, if you pleaſe, my dear—her hand exactly! juſt 
now, you ſay ? 
BAZ. This minute I muſt be gone. 
PLums. Have a little patience, and [I'll go with you, 
Bra3, No, no, I ſee a gentleman coming this way, that 
may be inquiſitive : *tis Worthy, do you know him ? 
Prunk. By ſight only. 
Bz az. Have a care, the very eyes diſcover ſecrets: 


\ 


[Exit- 
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Enter Worthy. 


Wor. To boot and ſaddle, Captain, you muſt mount, 

Plume, Whip and ſpur, Worthy, or you won't mount. 

Wor. But I ſhall : Melinda and I are agreed; ſhe's gone 
to viſit Silvia, we are to mount and follow; and, cou'd we 
carry a Parſon with us, who knows what might be done for. 
us both. 

PLume. Don't trouble your head, Melinda has ſecur'd 4 
Par ſon already, 

Won. Already ! Do you know more than I ? 

Prunk. Yes, I ſaw 3 her hand—Brazen and ſhe 
are to meet half a mile hence, at the water fide, there to 
take boat, I ſuppoſe to be ferry'd over to the Elyſian fields, 
if there be any ſuch thing in matrimony. 

Wos. I parted with Melinda juſt now; ſhe aſſur'd me 
that ſhe hated Brazen, and that ſhe reſolv'd to diſcard Lucy 
for daring to write letters to him in her name, 

PLuME. Nay, nay, there's nothing of Lucy in this 
I tell you I ſaw Melinda's band as ſurely as this is mine. 

Wok. But I tell you, ſhe's gone this minute to Juſtice 
Ballance's country houſe. 

Prunus. But I tell you ſhe's gone this ininute to the 
water · ſide. 


v 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. Madam Melinda has ſent word, that you need not 
trouble yourſelf to follow her, becauſe her journey to juſtice 
Ballance's is put off, and ſhe's gone to take the air another 
way. . [To Worthy. 

Vor. II. * : 


| 
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Wor, How ! her journey put off 

PLuME. That is, her journey was a put-off to you, 

Wor. Tis plain, plain—but how, where, when i is ſhe to 
meet Brazen ? 

Prunz. Juſt now, I tell you, half a mile hence, at the 
water fide, 

Wor, Up or down the water ? 

PLums, That I don't know. 

Wor, I'm glad my horſes are ready jack, get em 
out. 

PLUME. Shall I go with you? 

Wor, Not an inch—l ſhall return preſently, [Exit, 

PLumE. You'll find me at the hall; the Juſtices are ſit- 
ting by this time, and I muſt attend them. 


SCENE, A Court of Juſtice : Ballance, Scale and Scruple 
upon the Bench: Conſtable, Kite, Mob. 


Kite and Conſtable advance forward. 


Ki1rTs. Pray, who are thoſe honourable Gentlemen upon 
the bench. | 

Cons r. He in the middle is Juſtice Ballance, he on the 
right is Juſtice Scale, and he on the left is Juſtice Scruple; 
and I am Mr. Conſtable, four very honeft Gentlemen. 

KITE. O, dear fir! I am your moſt obedient ſervant. 
[Saluting the Conſtable) I fancy, fir, that your employment 
and mine are much the ſame; for my buſineſs is to keep 
people in order, and if they diſobey to knock erm down 
and then we're both Staff. Officers. 
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ConsT, Nay, I'm a Serjeant myſelf—of the militia—— 
come, brother, you ſhall ſee me exerciſe. Suppoſe this a 
muſket now. Now I am ſhoulder'd. 

[Puts his ſtaff on his right ſhoulder. 

KITE. Ay, you are ſhoulder'd pretty well for a Conſta- 
ble's ſtaff : but for a muſket, you muſt put it on the other 
ſhoulder, my dear. 

ConsT, Adſo ! that's true——come, now give the word 
of command. 

KirTe. Silence. 

ConsT, Ay, ay, ſo we will—we will be ſilent. 

KITE. Silence, you dog, filence ! 

[Strikes him over the head with his halbert, 

Cons r. That's the way to ſilence a man with a witneſs 
what d'ye mean, friend ? 

EKR. Only to exerciſe you, fir. 

ComsT. Your exerciſe differs ſo from ours, that we 
ſhall ne'er agree about it; if my own Captain had given me 
ſuch a raps I had taken the law of him. 


Enter Plume; 


BAL. Captain, you're welcome. 


Pruur. Gentlemen, I thank you; 
Sex. Come, honeſt Captain, fit by me. [Plume aſcends, 


and fits upon the bench.) Now produce your priſonerg— 
here, that fellow there—ſet him up- Mr. Conſtable, what 
have you to ſay againſt this man ? 

Consr, | have nothing to ſay againſt him, an' pleaſe 


Ou. | 
4 VA 
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Bat. No! what made you bring him hither ? 

ConsrT. I don't know, an' pleaſe your worſhip, 

SCALE. Did not the contents of your warrant direct you 
what fort of men to take up ? 

Cons r. I can't tell, an' pleaſe you, I can't read. 

Scx. A very pretty Conſtable, truly--I find we have no 
buſineſs here. 

1E. May it pleaſe the worſhipful bench, I deſire to be 
heard in this caſe, as being council for the Queen, | 

BAT. Come, Serjeant, you ſhall be heard, ſince no body 
elſe will ſpeak ; we won't come here for nothing. 

KiTe. This man is but one man, the country may ſpare 
him, and the army wants him; beſides, he's cut out by 
nature for a Grenadier ; he's five foot ten inches high; he 
ſhall box, wreſtle, or dance the Cheſhire-round with any 
man in the country: he gets drunk every ſabbath-day, and 
he beats his wife, 

Wirz. You lie, firrah, you lie: an' pleaſe your worfhip, 
he's the beſt natur'd pains taking'ſt man in the pariſh ; wit- 
nels my five poor children ! 

SCR. A wife: and five children! you Conſtable, you 


rogue, how durſt you impreſs a man that has 2 wife and five 
children ? 


SCALE, Diſcharge him. 

BAL. Hold, Gentlemen——hatrk'e, friend, how do you 
waintain your wife and five children ? 

PLume. They live upon wild fowl and veniſon, fir, the 


huſband keeps a gun, and kills all the hares and partridge 
within ſive mile round. 
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BAV. A gun! nay, if he be ſo good at gunning, be ſhall 
have enough on't—he may be of uſe againſt the French, for 
he ſhoots flying to be ſure. 

Scr. But his wife and children, Mr. Ballance ! 

W1rs. Ay, ay, that's the reaſon you wou'd ſend him 
away; you know | have a child every year, and you are 
afraid they ſhould come upon the pariſh at laſt. 

Prunk. Look'e there, Gentlemen, the honeſt woman 
has ſpoke it at once, the pariſh had better maintain five 
children this year, then ſix or ſeven the next: that fellows 
npon his high feeding, may get you two or three beggars at 
a birth, 

Wirz. Look'e, Mr. Captain, the pariſh ſhall get nothing 
by ſending him away, for I won't loſe my teeming time, if 
there be a man left in the pariſh. 

BAL. Send that woman to the houſe of correQion—and 
the man : 

Kir. I'll take care o' him, if you pleaſe. 

| | [Takes him down, 

Sc Ax. Here, you, Conſtable, the next=—ſet up that 
black fac'd fellow, he has a gunpowder-look. What can you 
ſay againſt this man, Conſtable ? 

ConsT. Nothing, but that he's a very honeſt man, 

PLumE. Pray, Gentlemen, let me have one honeſt man 
in my company for the novelty's ſake, 

BAL. What are you, friend? 

Mos. A Collier, I work in the cole · pĩts. 

Sc. Look'e, Gentlemen, this fellow has a trade, and 
the a& of parliament here expreſſes, that we are to imprels 
no man that has any viſible means of a livelihood, 


l 
| 
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Kir. May it pleaſe your worſhip, this man has no viſi- 
ble means of a livelihood, for he works uniler ground. 

PLums. Well ſaid, Kite, beſides the army wants miners. 

BAL. Right, and had we an order of government for't, 
we cou'd raiſe you in this and the neighbouring county of 
Stafford, five hundred Colliers, that wou'd run you under 
ground like moles, and do mare ſervice ih a ſiege than all 
. the miners in the army. 

Scnr. Well, friend, what have you to ſay for yourſelf ? 

Mos. I'm marry'd, 

KITE. Lack-a-day, ſo am I. 

Mos. Here's my wife, poor woman, 

BAL. Are you marry'd, good woman? 

Won. I'm marry'd in conſcience, 

K1re. May it pleaſe your worſhip, ſhe's with child in 
conſcience, 

SCALE, Who marry'd you, miſtrels ? 

Won. My huſband we agreed that I ſhould call him 
huſband to avoid paſſing for a whore, and that he ſhou'd call 
me wife to ſhun going for a Soldier, 

Sc x. Avery pretty couple! pray, Captain, will you take 
'em both? 

PLuux. What fay you, Mr. Kite, will you take care of 
the woman ? | 

KITE. Yes, fir, ſhe ſhall go with us to the ſea fide, and 
there if ſhe has a mind to drown herſelf, we'll take care 
that no body ſhall hinder her. 

BAL. Here, Conſtable, bring in my man, [Exit Conſta. 
ble.} Now, Captain, I'll fit you with a man, ſuch as you 
neꝰet liſted in your life. [Enter Conſtable and Silvia.] Oh 
my friend Pinch ! I'm very glad to ſee you. 


Tur RECRUITING OFFICER. 299 


Sit. Well, fir, and what then? 

SCALE, What then! Is that your reſpe& to the bench? 

SIL. Sir, I don't care a farthing for you nor your bench 
neither, | 

Sen. Look'e, Gentlemen, that's enough, he's a very 
impudent fellow, and fit for a Soldier. 

SCALE, A notorious rogue, I ſay, and therefore fit to 
80. ; A 

BAL. What think you Captain? 0 

PLumE. I think he's a very pretty fellow, and therefore 
fit to ſerve, 

S1L. Me for a Soldier ! ſend your own lazy lubberly ſons 
at home; fellows that hazard their necks every day in purſuit 
of a fox, yet dare not peep abroad to look an enemy in the 
face, a f 
Coxs r. May it pleaſe your worſhips, I have a woman at 
the door to ſwear a rape againſt this rogue. 

811. Is it your wife or daughter, booby ? I raviſh'd 'em 
both yeſlerday, 

BAL. Pray, Captain, read the articles of war, we'll ſee 
him liſted immediately, 

[Plume reads the articles of war againſt mutiny and 
delertion. 

S11. Hold, fir,—once more, Gentlemen, have a care 
what you do, for you ſhall ſeverely ſmart for any violeace 
you offer to me; and you, Mr. Ballance, I ſpeak to you 
particularly, you ſhall heartily repent it, 

PLymE. Look'e, young ſpark, ſay but one word more, 
and I'll build a horſe for you as high as the cieling, and 
make you ride the moſt tireſome journey. that ever you made 


in your life. 


| 


— — — 


—— ——— HD — _ 


300 Tus RECRUITING OFFICER, 


S11. You have made a fine ſpeech, good Captain Huff- 
Cap, but you had better be quiet, I ſhall find a way to cool 
your courage. 

Puumt. Pray, Gentlemen, don't mind him, he's dif- 
tracted. 

S1. Tis falſe——1 am deſcended of as good a family as 
any of your county; my father is as good a man as any upon 
your bench; and Iam heir to twelve hundred pounds a 
year, 

Bat. He's certainly mad—pray, Captain, read the arti- 
cles of war. 

81. Hold once more — pray, Mr. Ballance, to you I 
ſpeak ; ſvppoſe I were your child, wou'd you uſe me at this 
rate? : 

BAL. No, faith were you mine, 1 wou'd fend you to 
Bedlam firſt, and jnto the army afterwards. 

S11,, But conſider my father, fir, he's as good, as gene- 
reus, as brave, as juſt a man as ever ſerv'd his country; I'm 
his only child, perhaps the loſs of me may break his 
heart, 

BAL. He's a very great fool if it does. Captain, if you 
don't liſt him this minute I'll leave the court. 

PLumE. Do you diſtribute the levy-money to the men 
while I read. 

KiTe. Ay, fir filence, Gentlemen. 

[Plume reads the articles of war, 

BAL. Very well: Now, Captain, let me bes the favour 
of you not to diſcharge this fellow upon any account what. 
ſoever. Bring in the reſt. 

Cons r. There are no more, an't pleaſe your worſhip. 

Bat, No more! there were five two hours ago. 
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811. Tis true, fir, but this rogue of a Conſtable let the 
reſt eſcape, for a bribe cf eleven ſhillings a man; becauſe, 
he ſaid, the act allow'd him but ten, ſo the odd ſhilling was 
clear gains. 

ALL JusT. How! 

81 1. Gentlemen, he offer'd to let me go away for two 
guineas ; but [ had not ſo much about me: this is truth, 
and ['m ready to ſwear it. 

KiTe. And [I'll ſwear it, give me the mit 'tis for the 
good of the ſervice. 

Mon. May it pleaſe your worſhip, I gave him half a 
crown to ſay that I was an honeſt man; but now, ſince that 
your worſhips have made me a rogue, I hope I ſhall have my 
money again. 

BAL. Tis my opinion, that this Conſtable be put into 
the Captain's hands, and if his friends don't bring four-goog 
men for his ranſom by to-morrow night, Captain, you ſhall 
carry him to Flanders, 

ScALE, SCRUPLE, Agreed, agreed. 

PL.umE. Mr. Kite, take the Conftable into cuſtody. 

KITE. Ay, ay, — ſir ¶ To the Conſtable] Will you pleaſe 
to have your office taken from you ? or will you handſomely 
lay down your ſtaff as your betters have done before you 

{ Conſtable drops his ſtaff, 

BAL. Come, Gentlemen, there needs no great ceremony 
in adjourning this court. Captain you ſhall dine with 
me. 

KirE. Come, Mr, Militia Serjeant, I ſhall ſilence you 
pow, 1 believe, without your taking the Jaw of me. 


[Exeunt Omanes. 
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SCENE, The Fields. 


Enter Brazen leading in Lucy maſk'd, 
By AZ. The boat is juſt below here. 


Enter Worthy with a Caſe of Piſtols under his Arm- 


Won. Here, fir, take your choice, 

[Going between 'em and offering them. 

Bu AZ. What! piſtols ! Are they charg'd, my dear? 

Wor. With a brace of bullets each. 

BAZ. But I'm a Foot Officer, my dear, and never uſe 
piſtols, the ſword is my way—and I won't be put out of my 
road to pleaie any man, 

Wor. Nor |! neither, ſo have at you. [Cocks one piſtol. 
BAZ. Look'e my dear, I don't care for piſtol pray 
oblige me, and Jet us have a bout at ſharps. Damn it, 
there's no parrying the ſe bullets. 

Wor. Sir, if you han't your belly full of theſe, the 
ſwords ſhall come in for ſecond courſe. - 

Ba az. Why then, fire and fury! I have eaten ſmoak 
from the mouth of a cannon, fir ; don't think I fear powder, 
for I live upon t. Let me ſee [takes one.] And, now, fir, 
how many paces diſtant ſhall we fire? 

Wor. Fire you when you pleale, I'll reſerve my ſhot till 
I] am ſure of you. 

Bx az. Come, where's your cloak? 

Wor. Cloak ! What d'ye mean? - 

Bz az. To fight upon, | NI fight upon a cloak; 'tis 


our way abroad. 
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Lo c. Come, Gentlemen, Ill end the frife, I Uamaſks 

Wor. Lucy! take her, 

Braz. The devil take me if I do——huzza! [Fires 
his piſtoi } D'ye hear, d'ye hear, you plaguy harrydan, hov: 
thoſe bullets whiſtle ? Suppoſe they had been ladg'd ia my 
gizzard now ? 

Luc. Pray, fir, pardon me. 

Braz, I can't tell, child, till I know whether my money 
be ſafe, [terrching his pockets.] Yes, yes, | do pardon you; 
but if I had you in the Roſe-Tavern, Covent- Garden, with 
three or four hearty rakes, and three or four {mart napkins, 
I wou'd tell you another ſtory, my dear. | [Exit. 

Wok, And was Melinda privy to this? 

Luc. No, fir, ſhe wrote her name upon a piece of paper 
at the fortune-teller's laſt night, which I put in my **. 
and ſo writ above it to the Captain. 

Wok. And how came Melinda's journey to be put 
off ? 

Luc. At the town's end ſhe met Mr. Ballance's ſteward, 
who told her, that Mrs, Silvia was gone from her father's, 
and no body cou'd tell whither, 

Won. Silvia, gone from her father's! this will be news 
to Plume. Go home and tell your lady how near I was being 


ſhot for her. 


SCENE, in Juſtice Ballance's Houſe. 


Enter Ballance, with a Napkin in his Hand, as riſen from 
Dianer, and Steward, 


STEw. We did not miſs her till the evening, fir, and then 
ſearching for ber ia the chamber that was my young maſter's, 
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we found her cloaths there, but the ſuit that your ſon left in 
the preſs when he went to London was gone. 

BAL. The white trim'd with filver ! 

STew. The ſame. 

BAL. You han't told that circumſtance to any body. 

STEw. To none but your worſhip. 

Bat. And be ſure you don't, Go into the dining 
room, and tell Captain Plume that I beg to ſpeak with 
him. | 
STew, I ſhall, | [Exit. 

BAL. Was ever man ſo impys'd upon ! I had her promiſe 
indeed, that ſhe ſhou'd never diſpoſe of her ſelf without my 
conſent. I have conſented with a witneſs, given her away 
as my act and deed—and this I warrant, the Captain thinks 
will paſs. No, I ſhall never pardon him the villainy, firſt of 
robbing me of my daughter, and then the mean opinion he 
he muſt have of me, to think that 1 cou'd be ſo wretchedly 
impos'd upon. Her extravagant paſſion might encourage her 
in the attempt, but the contrivance maſt be hig=-1I'1l know 
the truth preſentl | 


Enter Plume. 


Pray, Captain, what have you done with your young 
Gentleman Soldier ? | 

PLumt. He's at my quarters, I ſuppoſe, with the reſt of 
my men. a 42 

BAL. Does he keep company with the common Sol- 
diers ? | | 

Prunk. No, he's generally with me, 

Bai. He lies with you, I preſurne ? 
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PLUME. No, faith, I offer'd him part of my bed 
but the young rogue fell in love with Roſe, and has lain with 
her, I think ſince he came to town, 

BAL. So that between you both, Roſe has been finely 
manag d. 

Prunk. Upon my honour, fir, ſhe had no harm from 
me. 

BAL. All's ſafe I find now, Captain, you muſt know 
that the young fellow's impudence in court was well 
grounded; he ſaid I ſhould heartily repent his being liſted, 
and ſo I do from my ſoul. 

Prunk. Ay! for what reaſon ? 

BAL. Becauſe he is no leſs than what he ſaid he was, 
born of as good a family as any in this country, and he is 
heir to twelve hundred pound a year. 

PLumet. I'm very glad to hear it—-for I wanted but a man 
of that quality to make my company a perfect repreſentative 
of the whole Commons in England, 

BAL. Won't you diſcharge him ? 

PLumE. Not under an hundred pound Sterling. 

BAL. You ſhall have it, for his father is my intimate 
friend. 

PLumE, Then you ſhall bave him for nothing. 

BAL. Nay, fir, you ſhall have your price. 

PL UAE. Not a penny, fir, I value an obligation to you 
much above an hundred pound. 

BAL, Perhaps, fir, you ſhan't repent your generofity—— 
Will you pleaſe to write his diſcharge in my pocket-book ? 
[ Gives his book.] In the mean time, we'll ſend for the Gen · 
tleman, Who waits there ? | 


r . — , = - 
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Enter Servant, 


Go to the Captain's lodging; and enquire for Mr. Wilful, 
tell him his Captain wants him here immediately. 
| Serv. Sir, the Gentleman's below at the door, enquiring 
for the Captain. 
Prunk. Bid him come up—here's the diſcharge, fir. 
BAL. Sir, I thank you—'tis plain he had no hand in't. 
8 [ Aſide, 


Enter Silvia. 

StL+ I think, Captain, you might have us'd me better, 
than to leave me yonder among your ſwearing drunken 
crew; and you, Mr. Juſtice, might have been ſo civil as to 
have invited me to dinner, for I have eaten with as good a 
man as your worſhip. 

PLuwuE; Sir, you muſt charge our want of reſpect upon 
our ignorance of your quality—but now you are at liberty— 
I have diſcharg'd you. 

Sil. Diſcharg'd me . 

BAL. Yes, fir, and you muſt once more go home to your 
father, 

811. My father! then I'm diſcover'd—Oh, fir, [kneeling,} 
I expect no pardon, 

BaL. Pardon ! no, no, child, your crime ſhall be your 
puniſhment : here, Captain, I deliver her over to the con- 
Jugal power for her chaſtiſement ; ſince ſhe will be a wife, 

be you a huſbang, a very huſband——when ſhe tells you of 
her love, upbraid her with her folly; be modiſhly ungrate- 
ful, becauſe ſhe has been unfaſhionably kind; and ule her 
worle than you wou'd any body elſe, becauſe you can't uſe 
her ſo well as ſhe deſerves. 

PLume, And are you, Silvia, in good earneſt ? 
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$11. Earneſt ! I have gone too far to make it a jeſt, fir. 
\ PLums. And do you give her to me in good earneſt ? 

BAL. If you pleaſe to take her, fir. 
' PLymt, Why then I have ſav'd my legs and arms, ang 
loſt my liberty. Secure from wounds, I am prepar'd for the 
gout : farewel ſubſiſtance, and welcome taxe - ſir, my 
liberty, and hopes of being a General are much dearer to 
me than your twelve hundred pound a year——but to your 
love, madam, I reſign my freedom, and to your beauty my 
ambition—greater in obeying at your feet, than commanding 
at the Head of an Army. 


Euter Worthy. 


Wor, I am ſorry to hear, Mr, Ballance, that your daugh. 
ter is loſt. 

BAL. So am not I, fir, ſince an honeſt Gentleman has 
found her, 


Eater Melinda. 


Mz 1. Pray, Mr. Ballance, what's become of my cauſin 
Silvia ? 

BAL. Your coulin Silvia is talking yonder with your cou- 
fin Plume. 

MeL. And Worthy, how ! 

St. Do you think it ſtrange, couſia, that a woman 
ſhou'd change : but I hope you'll excuſe a change that hath 
proceeded from conſtancy. I alter'd my out-fide, becauſe 1 
was the ſame within, and only laid-by the woman to make 
ſure of my man : that's my hiſtory, 

Met. Your hiſtory is a little romantick, couſin : but 
ſince ſucceſs has crown'd your adventures, you will have the 
world o' your fide; and I ſhall be willing to go with the 
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tide, provided you'll pardon an injury I offer'd you in the 
letter to your father. 

Prunk. That injury, madam, was done to me, and the 
reparation I expect ſhall be made to my friend: make Mr, 
Worthy happy, and I ſhall be ſatisfied, 

Mz. A good example, fir, will go a great way 
when my couſin is pleas'd to ſurrender, *tis probable I ſhan't 
hold out much longer. 


Enter Brazen. 


Bz az, Gentlemen, I am yours madam, I am not 
yours. 

ML. I'm glad on't, fir. 

Br Az, So am — Vou have got a pretty houſe, here, 
Mr. Laconick. 

BAL. Tis time to right all miſtakes—my name, ſir, is 
Ballance, 

Ba Az. Ballance ! fir, I am your moſt obedient—] know 
your whole generation———had not you an uncle that was 
Governor of the Leeward Iflands ſome years ago? 

Bar. Did you know him? 

BRAZ. Intimately, fir—he play'd at billiards to a mira- 
cle—you had a brother tov that was a Captain of a fireſhip— 
poor Dick——he had the moſt engaging way with him 
of making punch—and then his cabbin was ſo neat—but his 
boy, Jack, was the moſt comical baſtard=ha, ha, ha, ha, 
a Pick1'd dog! I ſhall never forget him. 

Prune. Well, Captain, are you fix'd in your projeff yet? 
Are you ſtill for the Privateer? 


, 
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Bu AZ. No, no, I had enough of a privateer juſt now, 
I had like to have been pick'd up by a cruiſer under falſe 
colours, and a French Pickaroon for ought I know. 

PLunx. But have you got your Recryits, my dear? 
BRA. Not a ſtick, my dear. 

PLuME, Probably, I ſhall furniſh you. 


\ 


Enter Roſe and Bullock. 


Rosx. Captain, Captain, I have got looſe once more, and 
have perſuaded my ſweet-heart, Cartwheel, to go with us: 
but you mult promiſe not to part with-me again. 

S1L. I find Mrs. Roſe has not been pleas'd with her bed- 
'fellow. 

Ros. Bedfellow ! I don't know whether I had a bedfellow 
or not. 

$11. Don't be in a paſſion, child, I was as little pleas'd 
with your company as you cou'd be with mine, 

Bur. Pray, fir, dunna be offended at my ſiſter, ſhe*, 
ſomething under-bred; but if you pleaſe, I'll lie with you 
in her ſtead. 

PLume. I have promis'd, madam, to provide for this 
girl; now, will you be pleas'd to let her wait upon you ? or 
ſhall I take care of her ? 

S1 1. She ſhall be my charge, fir, you may find it buſineſs 
enough to take care of me. 

Bo L. Ay, and of me, Captain, for — if ever you 
lift up your hand againſt me Ill deſert——— 

PL uur. Captain Brazen ſhall take care o'that. My deay 
inſtead of twenty thouſand pound you talk'd of, you ſhall 
have the twenty brave Recruits that L have rais'd, at the 
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rate they coſt me my commiſſion I lay down, to be take 
up by ſome braver fellow, that has more merit and leſs goog 
fortune—whilſt I endeavour, by the example of this worth, 
Gentleman, to ſerve my Queen and Country at home, 


With ſome regret I quit the active field, 
Where glory full reward for life does yield; 
Bat the Recruiting trade, with all its train, 
Of endleſs plague, fatigue and endleſs pain, 
I gladly quit, with my fair ſpouſe to ſtay, 
And raiſe Recruits the matrimonial way. 


[Exeuat. 


I. 0: GW 


| LL Ladies and Gentlemen, that are willing to ſee the 

the Comedy call'd, The Recruiting Officer, let them 
repair to-morrow night, by fix a clock, to the Sign of the 
Theatre-Royal in Drury-Lane, and they ſhall be kindly en- 
tertain'domm—— 


We ſcorn the vulgar ways to bid you come, 
Whole Europe now obeys the call of drum. 
The Soldier, not the Poet, here appears, 
And beats up for a Corps of Volunteers : 
He finds that muſick chiefly does delight ye, 
And therefore chuſes muſick to invite ye. 


Beat the Grenadier- March==row, row, tow— Gentlemen 
this piece of muſick, call'd, an overture to a battle, way 
compos'd by a famous Italian maſter, and was perform'd with 
wonderful ſucceſs, at the great Operas of Vigo, Schellen. 
bergh, and Blenheim : it came off with the applauſe, of all 
Europe, excepting France; the French found it a little toe 


rough for their Delicateſſe. 


Some that have acted on thoſe glorious ſtages, 
Are here to witneſs to ſucceeding ages, 
That no muſick like the Grenadier's engages, 


1 . 


| Ladies, we own that this muſick of ours is not fo ſoft a, 
' Bonacini's; yet we dare affirm, that it has laid more people 
AF 1.5 than Tall the Camilla's in the world; and you'll con- 
deſcend to own,;that it keeps ang awake better than'qoy 
' Opera that ever was acted, : 
The Grenadier- March ſeems to be a compoſure excellently 
adapted to the genius of the Engliſh ; for no muſick was 
ever follow d ſo far by us, nor with ſo much alacrity : and, 
with all deference to the preſent ſybſcriptiqan, we mult fa . 
that the Grenadier-March has been” ſubſcrib'd for by the 
whole grand alliance : and we preſume to inform the Ladies, 
that it always has the pre-eminence abroad, _and is conltapyy 
heard by the talleſt. bandſomeſt men in the whole army. Id 
ſhort, to gratify the pte ſent taſte, our Author is now adapt. 
ing ſome words to the Grenadier: March, which he inte nd, 
to have perform'd-to-mptrow, if the Lady. wha is th ſing it 
ſhould not n to N 's 10 * 


This he concludes 72 de the farelt” way 
To draw you bither; ; for you'll all obey 
Soft muſicks call, tho" you ſhqu'd damn his play. 
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